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I'm a wand'rer from the Westland, 

A pilgrim to the shore 
Of happy merrie England, 

The home of minBtrel lore : 
Of gen'rons noble England, 

Far-famed mighty England — 
Old land of classic store. 

I have climb'd a rugged mountain, 
I've cross'd a stormy sea ; 

To reach that hallow'd fountain 
Of learning — ^rich and free : 

The glory of proud England, 
Great historic England — 
Old land of liberty. 
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BRITANNIA AND COLUMBIA. 



Upon a bright, a joy-inspiring day, 
While earth assonxed the change from grave to gay, 
Escaping from the cit/s noisy throng, 
By devious paths I took my course along, 
Until I reach'd thro' field, and fen, and brake. 
The border of a lovely woodland lake. 
While pausing there to view the pleasing scene, 
A stranger, with a grave majestic mien. 
Emerging from the wood with proffered hand 
Approach'd,'and thus began in accents bland ; 
" Sage of the city, welcome, friend, to-day ; 
Eejoiced am I that thou hast found thy way 

^'^ 1 
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Into the midst of this serene retreat 
Where all around my welcome will repeat." 
In unconcealed surprise at last I said, 
" I fear, indeed, good sir, I have been led 
By inadvertency to trespass where 
I now perceive was due at least more care : 
But since the fault — and fault it is I own — 
Thou dost so kindly, noble sir, condone. 
If further trespass I presumed to make, 
Twould be to ask whose hand it is I take." 
" Sage of the city, this is my domain ; 
And here IVe held a long and peaceful reign ; 
For many a mile around where we now stand, 
Fm lord of life, and law, and lake, and land : 
By those assuming, friend, to know me best, 
Fm sometimes called the patron of the blest." 
Scarce had I finished making due reply. 
When, in surprise, I saw fast drawing nigh. 
With air sedate, but restless flashing eyes, 
A figure of a giant's towering size. 
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Entreating leave, the Patron tum'd aside 
To greet the traveller of the rapid stride ; 
They met and spoke, but for a moment — ^then 
The traveller quickly disappeared again. 
" The one with whom thou saw'st me just confer, 
Is known as Telegraphic Messenger," 
Observed the Patron, " and brings tidings, Sage, 
Demonstrating the spirit of the age : 
According to a programme long since made. 
But for grave reasons until now delayed 
A great event — ^the greatest I may say 
Of modem times — ^friend, will take place to-day, 
Upon a floating isle that lies midway 
From east to west on the Atlantic Sea — 
So runs the international decree. 
Due north and south the second Delos lies — 
Three leagues its width, and eightitslength comprise, 
With a protecting bay of spacious size. 
Escorted by, from east, from west, — a fleet. 
There two illustrious potentates will meet, 

1—2 



12 BRITANNIA AND COLUMBIA. 

Each with a large and brilliant retinue, 

To hold, at last, a great state interview. 

These sovereigns oft the world hears of by name, 

And one for centuries has been known to fame ; 

Britannia reigns o'er Albion's kingdoms grand, 

Columbia o'er the golden western land : 

Good friend, this news commands me hence away, 

And as time now admits of no delay, 

I am compelled forthwith of thee I grieve 

Unceremoniously to take my leave. 

But hold ! forgive the lapse — ^may it not be 

The Sage, too, this great interview would see ? 

If so we'll seek at once the island fair. 

And I will be the cicerone while there." 

O'ercome "with joy I gratefully replied. 

The offer kind accepting — and the guide. 

The Patron took my hand with cordial smile, 

And in due time we reach'd the floating isle. 
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Two noble squadrons graced the island baj, 
At separate points they at their anchors lay : 
A thousand flags and standards seen on high 
Eeveal their golden blazons in the sky ; 
Triumphant strains, inspiring all around, 
From clarions, lutes, and mandolins resound. 
Great marble halls, planned with artistic care, 
Form'd one imposing vast palatial square : 
Each hall upon a golden scroll on high 
Its name displaying to the captire eye. 
Upon the grandest palace of them all, 
I saw inscribed the words, the " Audience Hall :" 
From thence, one east, one west, on either side, 
Two halls raised up their domes in lofty pride ; 
The eastern one Britannia's standard wore. 
The western one Columbia's banner bore ; 
And special halls arose within the view, 
Designed for either noble retinue ; 
And two great Halls of Presents — as was told 
In monster letters made of virgin gold — 
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Without the square, one built of porphyry, 
CalFd Ocean Hall, suspended o'er the sea 
Its low outspreading golden balcony. 

The spacious square — so curious to behold — 
Was interlaid with walks of cloth of gold, 
Extended eight miles long, and eight miles wide. 
With eighty silver gates on every side : 
All nature could bestow with lavish hand, 
And art, in every beauteous form command. 
Was seen within the golden limit grand. 

Now loudly thundered o'er and o'er again 
The cannon's voices on the startled main — 
Salutes to rank august, and doubly due, 
When meet the world's exalted rulers two ; 
Proclaiming 'twas the hour of interview. 
Thence to the Audience Hall we gladly hied — 
I and the Patron, my distinguish'd guide — 
'Mid signs of exultation far and wide. 
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A vast and brilliant audience there we found, 

In patient expectation seated round. 

We entered and beheld on every side, 

How splendours bright with splendours bright all 

vied — 
The dome stupendous, solid graven gold — 
Inspired with awe its vastness to behold— 
Gold was each massive lofty folding door, 
And malachite, instarr'd with gold, the floor. 
Great smaragd panels on the walls appear. 
Enchased with scenes from either hemisphere : 
Three hundred ivory columns towering high 
Attract from point to point the wondering eye : 
A lion and an eagle shaped in gold 
Of nature's size each column grand uphold. 
Two thrones of state flash bright with chrysolite, 
Beryl, euclase, and rare eudyalite. 

The bugle's warning notes now loudly swell. 
And all around, the marshalls' movements tell 
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The corteges at last are drawing nigh : 

In haste a herald summons us on high, 

To chosen places, pre-arranged, where we 

From either side the spectacle can see : 

Thro' the glad air huzzas are borne along 

From all the gay enthusiastic throng. 

They come ! with banneret, and trump, and drum, 

The earth's fair potentates — they come ! they come ! 

Lo ! from the east across th' enclosed domain. 
In golden trappings paired in dazzling train. 
Twice twelve grand lions by an opal chain 
A gplendrous pearly car all proudly drew, 
Inlaid with gems of every brilliant hue, 
Bearing-m regal jeweU'd robes array'd, 
Her antique trident in her hand displayed — 
Upon its bright emblazoned throne of state 
The great Britannia ! world-famed potentate ! 
The great Britannia ! on whose peerless brow 
Gleams the grand crown to which far nations bow ! 
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Next, from the west Columbia came in view, 
Attired in lustrous robes of white and blue ; 
Her scarf of virgin gold instarr'd all o'er 
With glittering gems from Maranon's famed shore — 
Her oxidental shield (proud freedom's sign) 
Displaying treasures from Mandanga's mine : 
Twice two and twenty western eagles great 
In pearly traces drew the car of state ; 
The ruler of the West, the pinion' d train, 
Herself directed by their jewell'd rein ! 

Now soon within the hall the sovereigns meet, 
Accompanied each by a special suite. 
A thiill of pleasure thro' th' assembly ran 
As thus the greeting Albion first began : 

" All hail ! Columbia of the western land I 
AH hail ! thou most illustrious ruler grand ! 
peerless daughter of proud freedom's line, 
With joy at last I press thy hand in mine !" 
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" Britannia great," (Columbia then address'd) 
" I feel this day I have indeed been bless*d, 
To meet the sovereign of the world-famed crown, 
Freedom's most mighty champion of renown ; 
Britannia grand, of royal rank and state. 
All hail ! thou most exalted monarch great !" 

llius spoke with courtly grace the fair compeers. 
And then arose on high exultant cheers — 
Exultant cheers from all the multitude — 
The primal ceremonies then conclude ; 
While music's strains, around, above, below. 
In sweetest numbers thro' the palace flow. 

A cordial hour's recess had pass'd away. 

When forth the august sovereigns took their way, 

Attended by (now in one general throng) 

Their retinues, more than four thousand strong — 

To first, Britannia's Hall of Presents grand. 

To view the gifts arranged by her command. 

For fair Columbia of the western land. 
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Thro' scenes on every side that charm, beguile, 
And golden walks, they reach the massive pile. 

Ten hundred numbered sections held in all 

The royal gifts in great Britannia's hall ; 

The manufactures and machinery 

Were marvels of man's ingenuity ; 

The paintings, sculpture, works of art divine. 

And works in gold were all of rare design. 

Ten thousand noble tomes, each one a prize, 

The literary section might comprise ; 

Each science now known to the human race 

Was represented in its special place. 

Among the objects of the vast display 

Attracting notice most to their survey 

Appeared the works of Shakespeare — Shakespeare 

grand, 
The mighty wizard of the poet land — 
Ten illustrated volumes, side by side. 
Each one fourteen feet long and nine feet wide ; 
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In gold the royal treasures all were bound 
With pearls inlaid, and set with rubies round. 
And Byron, who the harp in triumph bore, 
And Erin's muse, the matchless minstrel Moore, 
And Scott, th* immortal bard of Scotia's shore. 
Modelled in gold and silver high uprose 
The Himalayas, crown'd "with virgin snows, 
And a vast plan, where in one outspread whole 
Niagara's grand eternal waters rolL 
And next a ship with self-adjusting wings 
(AustraHan gold) moved by electric springs 
To navigate the air with perfect ease, 
Or fold and roll on land, or sail the seas. 
And next a golden model — all complete — 
Of ancient London — square a hundred feet — 
And next, upon a gold rotunda grand, 
Rotating slowly on a silver stand. 
Famed Magna Charta, all exposed to view, 
In diamond letters (an invention new) 
The rapt attention of th' assembly drew : 
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Twice twenty feet the gold rotunda rose, 
And eighty twice its circling surface shows : 
The letters huge at thirty feet on high, 
Appear the same to the unpractised eye, 
As those below of ten times lesser size, 
So perfectly the lines all harmonize : 
The shamrock, rose, and thistle all entwined, 
In gems of red, and blue, and green combined. 
Upon a border bright enchased all o'er 
Above, below — the golden wonder bore. 

Now when the circuit of each hall was made 
And all the royal gifts had been surveyed. 
Thence to Columbia's Presents Hall in view 
The potentates and followers withdrew. 
Twelve grand saloons, and four-and-forty small 
Comprised the spacious "Western Presents Hall : 
Within the section where the pen held sway, 
The eyes were feasted with a rich display ; 
— ^The works of each weU-known and gifted son 
Of the republic great ; from Washington 
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(Immortal Washington, whose name sublime 
And fame long since have rung from clime to dime) 
Down to her authors of the present time. 
—And next appeared in Califomia gold, 
Models, life-size of mastodons of old, 
And huge leviathans, found far below 
The bed where Mississippi's waters flow. 
— A full-sized model, wrought in golden ore, 
Of the Mayflower, the gallant bark that bore 
The noble pilgrims to New England's shore. 
— ^And models of the fleet — the galleys three — 
That tempted first a wild and unknown sea, 
Led by Columbus brave, whose well-won fame 
Has been eclipsed by proud Vespucius* name. 
— The mammoth caves where (Indian poets sing) 
Entombed in state lies many a warrior king. 
—A golden pyramid in sections made, 
That bore all form'd of precious stones inlaid, 
The names of all Columbia's states renown'd — 
Each name by jewell'd wreaths encircled round : 
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Surmounting it, in floods of changing light, 

Their arms and standards shone in diamonds bright. 

— ^A model bridge (the earth's next wonder new, 

When telegraphs have lined it thro* and thro' ; 

When tunnels great, submerged from shore to shore, 

Link Albion's isle with Gaul for evermore) 

Of Georgia gold — in shape a gallery. 

To span from west to east th' Atlantic sea ; 

Contrivances for air in curious form — 

Self-acting, made to suit the calm or storm — 

At certain points along the length uprise 

To float the novel structure in the skies. 

— ^A monster golden horn of plenty, made 

To represent, by various gems inlaid 

Ploughs, scythes, beehives, and waving sugar-cane. 

And Indian com, and sheaves of western grain : 

And steam — the steam-engine triumphant shone — 

That mighty power to skilful Vulcan known : 

Th' electric telegraph, and printing-press — 

The glorious signs of noble minds' success : 
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White fields of cotton, cattle, meadows green, 
A palace grand, the home of plenty's queen. 
A school-house, church, (the lights on life's high way) 
And groups of merry children, all at play : 
Lakes, rivers, forests, vales, and mountains grand — 
Sweet sylvan views in freedom's favour'd land. 

When all were seen within the halls display'd. 
And great Britannia royal thanks had made. 
The potentates with their attendant train 
Ketum'd abroad to golden walk again. 
While wandering on from sylvan mead to bower ; 
By sparkling fount, parterre, and floral tower, 
A flock of snow-white doves attention drew. 
As gracefully on sportive wings they flew 
Around a tree, whose stem bore far on high 
Its giant branches, in the purple sky : 
While pausing near to view the arbor grand, 
A loaded bough bends down to where they stand^ 
Its golden fruit presenting to the hand ; 
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The potentates accept the oflFering, then 

The nodding bough ascends on high again. 

Their rambling course along from view to 

view, 
Transported with delight, they still pursue. 
Each magic scene reluctant yet to leave 
Till gentle whispers come from warning eve : 
Then to each retinue, the gracious boon 
Of leave, is granted till the morrow's noon : 
A special confidential interview 
Is next arranged between the august two — 
Alone, within the palace near the sea. 
By early mom to meet, they both agree. 
With state attendants, waiting by command, 
The potentates to private palace grand, 
Upon the wings of the departing day. 
Exchanging kind adieus, now haste away. 

The rulers gone, the ceremonies changed 
From day to night, as previously arranged. 

2 
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To Banquet Hall, a stately splendid pile, 

That stood from Audience Hall due south one 

mile — 

And one among the wonders of the isle — 

My cicerone and I pursued our way, 

To witness there the promised night display : 

Melodious tones the banquet-call proclaim ; 

Without the hall a thousand lustres flame, 

Within, a thousand globes of topaz bright 

Shed o*er the scene a paradise of light. 

The numbers answering to the banquet-call — 

My guide enumerated them — in all 

Twelve thousand, and five hundred more we found 

Within the spacious palace seated round. 

what a glorious spectacle to view 

The meeting of both nations* freemen true — 

The giants of the state, the sword, the pen, 

The noblest specimens of noble men ! 

The orators, tho* varying in style. 

Were earnest, graceful, brilliant all the while — 
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• 

At times it was proud Cicero held sway, 

At times Demosthenes bore all away ; 

The very atmosphere on every side, 

The golden eloquence electrified ; 

Conviviality reign*d all supreme 

In forms that wisdom ever may esteem. 

A feature of the banquet brought to mind 

By my good guide (thought novel of the kind) 

Was, midst the feast of reason — flow of soul, 

The total absence of the sparkling bowl. 

No painter's art, no poet's song can tell 

How all went merry as a marriage-bell : 

True fellowship prevailed without alloy, 

While time on golden wings flew by with joy. 

And now the speaker of the banquet grand 

With courtly grace waved his presiding hand ; 

Then thro* the hall a silence most profound 

Eeplaced the voices' hum, the laughter's sound ; 

While, to these words by unseen songsters sung, 

Symphonious strains from western harps were rung ; 

2—2 
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Old England ! Old England ! 

How mighty and how brave ! 
How valiant on the land ! 

How gallant on the wave ! 



A thousand years old Time 
Has mark'd thy grand career, 

Thy flag in every clime 

Waves free — old England dear ! 

Long — my forefathers, long, 
Have slept within thy soil : 

A band of giants strong I 
All noble kings of toil ! 



Land of law, honour, might — 
Philosophy divine — 

I love thy truth and right 
Altho' I am not thine. 
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My home is far away — 

I am Columbia's child : 
O'er prairies broad I stray, 

Or climb the mountain wild. 



O land of " Home, sweet Home !" 
" Land of the brave and free !*' 

Tho* far away I roam, 
My thoughts oft turn to thee. 

The ode was welcomed o'er and o'er again, 

And when once more deep silence held her reign, 

A melody resounded from a band 

Of songsters, from Britannia's regal land — 

Westward ho ! with exultant stride 

Time takes his onward way. 
Last year, where tower'd the forest wide. 

An empire reigns to-day. 
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Westward ho ! hark I the glorious cry 
From worid to world is rung ! 

The million marks with wond'riing eye 
The giant empire young. 

Westward ho ! speed the gathering bands — 
Men of the plough and mine — 

The hardy sons of crowded lands, 
To freedom's hallow'd shrine. 



Westward ho ! come ye millions on, 
Columbia's greeting hear ! 

A home there is for every one, 
A welcome and good cheer. 

Westward ho \ see the god of day 
Stoop in his flight sublime, 

To show the world the golden way 
That marks the march of Time. 
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Approval mark'd was manifested long 
At the conclusion of the minstrels* song : 
And now, as midnight on fast speeding wings, 
To all around due parting notice brings. 
The noble speaker raised his hand once more, 
And then the giant's banquet grand was o*er ! 

^ * * * ^ 

Now when the dawn approach'd again the skies, 
With rosy smiles and sweetly beaming eyes, 
The Ocean Hall, array'd with banners gay. 
Waved welcomes to the early coming day. 

Within the balcon of the wave-wash'd bower. 
The sovereigns met at the appointed hour : 
The greeting o'er, and pleased to be alone, 
Britannia first began in cordial tone. 

" How joyous 'tis, western potentate, 

To have one hour free from the cares of state — 



Those pressing cares the world so underrate — 
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Eesponsibilities that night and day, 
Upon a monarch's mind so heavily weigh : 
I think, if such a place on earth there be, 
'Tis here a toil-wom sovereign may be free." 

" In truth," Columbia of the west replied, 
" How little dream the thoughtless world outside 
Of the solicitude, and anxious care 
It is a faithful ruler's lot to bear ! 
Great Albion, yes — within this beauteous isle. 
Where nature wears her most entrancing smile. 
Where art appears in every form sublime. 
How lightly here would press the hand of time. 
And now — deign pardon for what seems delay — 
My due inquiries let me make, I pray. 
For thy right royal ancient kingdoms grand. 
Where all so love to own thy just command, 
Where sovereign mind, and freedom's march main- 
tain 
The happy proofs of thy most glorious reign." 
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" Thy courtesy makes debtor of my heart — 

I'm overjoyed to say in every part 

Of my three kingdoms loyally allied ; 

And thro' my vast possessions — ^far and wide — 

Beloved by me with all a monarch's pride \ 

No signs disturb, no dangers rude assail, 

And peace and progress thro' my realms prevail." 

" I give thee joy, Britannia, great and free, 
'Tis welcome news, good fortune favours thee : 
Long may the Fates propitious all combine. 
To grant prosperity to thee and thine." 

" I, too would be informed of that domain 
Where the august Columbia holds her reign — 
The Great Republic whose immense extent 
From side to side grasps in a continent." 

" Britannia, with reluctance must I state, 
(Sometime ago — 'twas most unfortunate) 
That Eris gain'd from a malicious fate. 



34 BRITANNIA AND COLUMBIA: 

The secret to invade my loyal land : 
She entered, waving high her flaming brand, 
When brother strove 'gainst brother hand to hand. 
The desperate deed filled me with poignant pain, 
But time at last restored sweet peace again, 
And every blessing nature can dispense 
Is amply granted by kind Providence ; 
And far and near throughout my broad domain 
Benignant Heaven smiles o*er my prosperous 
reign !" 



" great protectress of the mighty west. 
That land thou hast ennobled and so bless'd, 
For thee and thine, may every day reveal 
Still greater grandeur and increasing weal. 
I too have had full share of evil days. 
Experience of misfortune's darkest ways ; 
It has been said, if we but understood. 
That present woe may mean but future good." 
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" Britannia, yes, I think we're often blind, 
And blame the Fates perhaps when they've designed, 
In their mysterious ways, to be most kind : 
What strange occurrences we often see 
Illustrating thy sound philosophy ! 
Time still repeats the adage of the wise, 
Misfortunes oft are blessings in disguise." 

" It was, Columbia, but the other day, 
To wild New Zealand's shore so far away, 
I was compell'd, aroused by war's alarms, 
Across my seas to order ships and arms." 

" If so it may, my noble compeer please, 
Thy gracious pardon I would crave— oz*r seas." 

" Our seas — ^pray, western ruler, let it be, 
If but the form of speech more pleases thee. 
And then again, at a more recent time, 
In Africa's most unpropitious clime, 
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A despot king my subjects close confined, 
Without the slightest cause of any kind : 
In vain I urged — demanded o'er and o'er, 
Their freedom from the tjniunt Theodore ; 
When I implied with words Fd treat no more, 
He laugh'd defiance from his savage shore. 
To rescue them, helped by a favouring breeze. 
An armament I sent across my seas." 

" Our seas, Britannia — ^monarch great and kind- 
If I again may venture to remind." 

" Our seas, if so Columbia will maintain, 
Tho* I have always thought upon the main, 
I held for centuries the rightful reign," 

" Yes, great Britannia ; but the present time 
Permits no special sovereign maritime." 

" fair dictatress, 'tis to courtesy due 
That I should understand thy ethics new !" 
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" Britannia hark ! that one can only be 
Esteem'd sole ruler of the ocean free, 
Who proves the right to its supremacy." 

" Then by the meaning that thy words convey, 
Am I not first upon the sea to-day T 

*' Mark well, Britannia, such imperial claim 
The world will brook — not even in the name. 
If that prerogative was thine before 
Such ocean right exists to-day no more : 
Where is the proof by which thou canst maintain 
Thy sovereignty supreme upon the main T 

" A proof that meets the case, as I conceive, 
111 cite, since thy plain question grants me leave, 
'Tis this, tiU eighteen hundred and fourteen. 
The sovereign of the ocean I had been 
Acknowledged by successive victories ; 
Since then IVe been apprised of no decrees 
Annulling that position on the seas.'* 
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" The world, Britannia, will this reason deem 
A shadow of the past — a bygone dream !" 

" Well, well, Columbia, since my point seems weak, 
If IVe lost prestige — I will plainly speak — 
'Twas not in that fierce fight when Greek met Greek 
On board the Shannon and the Chesapeake ; 
If I was sovereign of the sea before 
That well-known combat near Columbia's shore. 
That triumph but confirmed my right again 
To rule supreme still on the blue domain." 

" Britannia, I have long been well aware 
Thy chroniclers with pertinacious care. 
Confined their statements to this single act, 
As if it formed, forsooth 1 the war's sole fact ; 
This, and the burning of a house or two, 
By British raiders (laurell'd heroes !) who 
Enter'd by stealth, and then in haste withdrew^ 
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From my unguarded city Washington, 
Are glories of the war — and all thy own ! 
Brave New Orleans (where poured out English gore) 
The war-grounds of heroic Baltimore — 
That heard thy boasted veterans' dying cries, 
— That saw with pride my western eagles rise 
On glorious wings, triumphant in the skies — 
Beside the battles, o*er and o'er again. 
By my (hm infant fleets won on the main. 
Which more than all thy so-call'd gains offset ; 
It was and is thy pleasure to forget ; 
And beg thy warrant from a sorry plea 
To deem thyself supreme upon the sea !" 

" Thy words — ^thy most presumptuous words betray 
The ruler new — the growth of yesterday ! 
While yet upon the earth thou wert unknown, 
My flag in triumph ruled the waves alone ; 
Against the world in arms I held my sway ; 
Ay ! and against a world in arms to-day ; 
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My right as mistress of the azure main, 

If needs must be, I'm ready to maintain ! 

— Let all who doubt dare try that right again !" 

" Britannia hail ! thy welcome challenge, hail ! 
For war away I ho ! spread the flowing sail ! 
Let battle rage till east or west prevail : 
Amain let ship meet ship, let ram meet ram ! 
Bring all thy navy — ^painted pasteboard sham !" 

" Audacious libeller 1 boaster of the west ! 
Back ! back I hurl thy " 

At this grave juncture suddenly uprose 
Before the potentates — apparent foes — 
Great Neptune from the fathomless domain — 
The kingdom grand that long has own'd his reign. 
His shoulders broad and royal reverend head 
Alone appeared above the watery bed. 
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A mail of pearls the aged sea-king wore ; 
Aloft the emblem of his power he bore — 
The trident famed in story o'er and o'er — 
His snowy beard with glitt'ring foam was hung 
And ocean gems around his helmet clung. 
Saluting courteously with wave of hand, 
The venerable king, in accents bland, 
Address'd the awe-struck sovereigns of the land — 
'' Britannia great, proud monarch of the free ! 
Columbia — ^vestal maid of liberty ! 
'Twas I, when time proclaim'd each sovereign's birth, 
Hail'd the glad news with greatest joy on earth. 
Altho', since royal Albion's natal day, 
Eventful centuries have roll'd away. 
The great occasion seems but yesterday : 
with what pride I mark'd from year to year 
Your onward march — each glorious career — 
And shall profoundest interest ever feel 
In all that may affect your future weal : 

3 



42 BRITANNIA AND COLUMBIA. 

Hence I presume your confidence to seek, 

Hence I would crave indulgence while I speak. 

Great sovereigns, since the dawning first of time, 

I ruled alone this element sublime ; 

Shall rule, when on the earth your sway is o'er. 

And e'en your names — ^tho' I time's law deplore — 

Will be lost in oblivion evermore. 

When trespassers of old (call'd sea-kings brave) 

Fought for supremacy upon my wave, 

I hurl'd their navies on the fatal shore. 

Where loud resounds the dreadful breakers' roar ; 

Or when they'd 'scape the fearful hurricane, 

Bemorselessly engulf d them in the main. 

The mighty demonstrations of to-day ; 

The fleets, all iron-clad — ^in war's array. 

The proud leviathans that tempt my way — 

Quick as the thunder-bolt my will can sweep 

The monster novelties — ^all, 'neath the deep. 

From fruitless controversy then forbear. 

And be persuaded, potentates, to share 
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The great prerogatives bestow'd on you, 
Within due bounds upon the zone of blue. 
From trifles light as air in bygone years 
A war ensued, illustrious compeers, 
Between the two dominions — ^great and free — 
Two tho' in name, but one in destiny — 
Invested with the dignity of law 
By factious patriots, and by men of straw ; 
By men who, into mountains magnified, 
The slightest errors — ^grains on either side — 
By men, who while the war spread direst woes, 
Bask'd in their homes — ^the victors of repose ; 
By men sensational, big with the fate 
Of all things mundane — either small or great — 
Men who implied the world was all their own — 
Tea ! made for them and demagogues alone — 
Implied that when their lease of life was o'er, 
The realm bereft would know their like no more : 
As then, so still by sophistries to-day, 
The malcontents would lead your realms astray ; 

3—2 
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Hence was in east and west, by patriots true, 
With but one aim, peace and goodwill in 

view, 
Designed this mid-Atlantic interview. 
Ye meet — shall it be said ye met in vain % 
Shall it be ask'd with wonder and disdain. 
Was it to blight the hopes, excite the fears. 
Of trusting millions in both hemispheres % 
Was it to light the watchful despot's eye. 
With joy, to see the hope of freedom die? 
The world-renown*d, the great exalted two — 
Was it for ilm they held the interview 1 
potentates, these questions gravely weigh. 
Let wisdom's voice respond for you to-day. 
Your future record be on history's page 
Worthy of yourselves, worthy of the age. 
If I by your most courteous licence may 
A moment by mind's eye the past survey, 
On freedom's tower I see Britannia stand. 
Surrounded by her lion-hearted band • 
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Her royal standard — ^famed throughout the world- 
Still on the breeze, defiantly unfurl'd ; 
Now challenged by the Philistines I see 
The proud heroic front of Albion free ; 
— ^And now I see her in the dubious fray, 
— ^Now holding all her enemies at bay : 
— And now, from her impregnable confines, 
Her island home, her Torres Vedras lines, 
The daring threatening tyrants with disdain. 
Hurl back to their prescribed retreats again ! 
By gracious favour if I still pursue. 
With mind's quick eye, the changing years* review, 
I see the ruler of the golden west — 
Columbia, call'd by her free millions blessed — 
A continent, e'en at the present hour 
Proclaiming to a wondering world her power. 
Within a century her rule began, 
Across that gulf of time with one vast spau 
She leaves behind a thousand long long years, 
With all their untold wrongs, and woes, and tears ; 
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A foremost place upon the earth to claim, 

And join the nations favoui^d most by &me. 

O august rulers of the east and west, 

This age is now throughout the world confessed 

The age when reason holds her proudest sway, 

The age when antique errors must give way ; 

The age when tyranny in every form 

Must yield to constitutional reform : 

And yet in this so-call'd enlighten'd day 

How despots with the fate of millions play ! 

Behold Europa's fertile continent 

Network'd into one outspread armament ! 

And lo ! assumed for peace is this disguise ! 

The fiction, rulers, well may ye despise ! 

O gentle peace, relentless war deplore 

With breaking heart, and weeping eyes no more ! 

Thy pleadings must for ever be in vain, 

Since for thy sake Mars leads his bloody train ! 

Great sovereigns, sprung from one primeval mine — 

Alike in creed, alike in tongue and line — 
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Your names — ^the synonyms of liberty — 
The tyrants' dread, but pride of all the free — 



Fame proudly sounds e'en now o'er land and 

sea. 
Your destiny — ^how manifest ! each aim, 
Each hope, each aspiration — all proclaim 
Your course upon the earth to be the same. 
Allied as one, great sovereigns of the land, 
O what would not your moral power command 1 
The despots now most daring would beware 
How they'd rouse Albion's lions from their lair, 
How thejr'd Columbia's western eagles dare : 
Allied as one — not with the conquerors' prid( 
Not for their blood-bought victories allied, 
But as the advocate, the glorious shield 
Of golden peace upon a bloodless field — ' 
As one — ^yea, e'en to-day, illustrious two ; 
Yea^ e'er ye terminate the interview. 
Your noble resolutions in the name 
Of golden peace, to all the world proclaim : 
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Your battle cry, be on your flags combined, 

God and the Bight and Peace to all mankind ! 

O potentates, dispassionately weigh 

The simple words of Neptune— sea-king grey : 

If ye but ever to yourselves be true, 

The future will reveal, favour'd two, 

The golden victories in store for you : 

True conquerors of all the world henceforth — 

Victorious — west and east, and south and north ! 

Concluding thus the monarch of the main 
Beneath the parting wave descends again : 
Now from profound surprise recovering, 
And moved by the oration of the king. 
The first free rulers of the human race. 
Once more with cordiality embrace. 
For thoughtless hasty words that both deplore. 
Forgiveness from each other they implore ; 
In generous wise accord they then renew 
The genial tone of their first interview ; 
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And all is bright again without alloy. 

The past forgotten in the present joy. 

The sovereigns then considerately weigh 

The fervent speeches of the sea-king grey ; 

The more they probe and turn the subject round, 

The more convinced his arguments are sound : 

They next resolve upon a grand decree, 

Eoth reahns affecting in a like degree, 

Based on constitutional liberty. 

A loyal international great league; 

Is clause and clause discussed by each colleague, 

And when approved, they pledge, the august twain, 

For right of peace the compact to maintain : 

The covenants, as by the law defined, 

The noble principals then jointly sign'd. 

Now wam'd by Phoebus's bright beaming ray 
(Time's monitor) that soon Would be midday, 
The potentates with courteous leave repair 
Each to her private palace to prepare 
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For the approaching formal interview, 
The great display — the final state adieu. 

And now — ^within the square, all golden, grand. 

Excitement rising as draws near to hand 

The parting time, when pomp and pageant o'er, ' 

Each fleet will sail, each to its destined shore — 

My faithful guide and I thence take our way ; 

From place to place, thro' garden walk we stray 

To pass the intervening time away : 

Invited by a loiterer's shady seat. 

Awhile we rest within a green retreat : 

Each prospect fair — ^the flowers, the birds, and trees; 

The sky, the air, and blue reposing seas — 

On all my guide descants with taste refined, 

The treasures proving of a gifted mind ; 

And thus in converse passed the pleasant hour ; 

When lo ! a herald stood before the bower ; 

A missive urgent to my guide he bore, 

Who with grave aspect conn'd it o'er and o'er : 
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Then said my cicerone, '^ Friend, here remain 
But a brief time, till I return again ; 
My presence is required, I see, awhile, 
By the presiding genius of the isle." 

Now left alone, within the arc of blooms, 
My senses yielded 'mid the sweet perfumes 
To slumber's gentle, calm, alluring sway ; 
I slept — ^how long 'twould now be vain to say — 
And when awoke I was amazed to find 
All that the wisdom of the age design'd — 
The potentates, the suites, the golden square, 
The floating isle — ^had vanish'd into air ! 
Eeality — inflexible — supreme — 
Ee-whisper'd in my ear, a dream I a dream ! 



STUART AND HIS TROOPERS. 



Ho ! Stuart ! it is Stuart ! 
He is coming up the lane, 
He rides his foaming charger 
With his troopers' weD known tnun— 
Heroes of a hundred fights 
With many a battle atidn I 
Ho I Stuart 1 welcome Stuart ! 
Stuart ! welcome once again ; 
And welcome faithful troopers 
Who were never yet behind. 
With your banners white and blue, 
Streaming out upon the wind ; 
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When the bugle call was heard 
Sounding forward and away, 
Ho ! Stuart and his troopers 
Eode the foremost to the fray. 

Five thousand sabres glitter 

All along the dusty lane, 

All above the waving grain ; 

The troopers, worn and weary, 

All foodless, never resting. 

Through swamp tracks, dank and dreary, 

Fate's hard blows nobly breasting, 

Looking down with proud disdain 

On aught their course arresting, 

Over mountain, over plain. 

Trooper young and trooper gray, 

With their noble chief again 

Rode full forty miles to-day ; 

But their work has not begun, 

For before the set of sun, 
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Ere the hardy squadrons rest, 
There's a battle to be won. 

Five thousand silent swordsmen 
Pass the little country town ; 
(rod help them, patient toilers, 
Men of prowess and renown. 
For sad changes there will be 
In those ranks of chivalry, 
In that silent cavahy. 
Long before the sun goes down. 

The foes are hard by yonder. 
See! their scouts keep flying in, 
AU along their watchful lines 
There's commotion, hurry, din. 
Their signals give the warning 
That five thousand horsemen ride. 
With their banners white and blue, 
With a rushing headlong stride. 
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Ho ! Stuart, ho ! bold troopers, 
The foe's look-outs know you well ; 
They know the iron horsemen 
That swoop down with savage yell ; 
Make ready, valiant northmen 
Quick ! there's no time for delay. 
The troopers, see I they're on you. 
With their terrible hurrah ! 

The camions boom out loudly. 
Ha ! the havoc has begun. 
But many a man must fall 
Ere the battle can be won ; 
And mothers, wives, and maidens 
For many a mile away 
Will grieve in bitter sorrow 
For their loved and lost to-day ! 
Five thousand swords are slashing 
Eight and left as on they go, 
AU dashing, crashing, smashing 
Through the close ranks of the foe. 
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Ho ! Stuart and his troopers, 

They have dared the lion's den, 

They are fighting hand to hand 

'Gainst the brave North's bravest men : 

The infantry unyielding, 

O'er and o'er their squares reform, 

As they are rent asunder 

In the battle's deathful storm. 

Hark ! the shout of victory ! 
The confederates' shrill hurrah ! 
Stuart of the golden spurs* 
See ! once more has gained the day. 
The daring sturdy horsemen, 
With war's laurels won anew. 
In triumph they are cheering 
With their banners white and blue 
Eound their chieftain bold and true. 

• During the war the city of Richmond presented General 
Stuart with a pair of gold spurs. 
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FfMT thousand horsemen, see them, 
With their leader at their head, 
Slowly riding from the field 
Where they've left the gallant dead — 
Their drums and trumpets telling 
Of the glory they have won, 
Those famished, war-worn troopers, 
That their da/s work has been done. 



Hark ! what was that went whizzing- 
Whizzing, flying through the air 1 
What means yon sudden tumult. 
And why halt the victors there % 
The troopers, see, have gathered 
In a circle all around. 
Their front ranks are dismounting 
Near some object on the ground : 

4 
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And see ! there's Stuart's charger 
Bounding wildly o'er the plain ! 
But Where's the daring rider 
Who so loved to grasp his rein ) 

Now fly the fearful tidings 

How a wounded foeman near 

Lay concealed within the grass, 

(A defiant musketeer !) 

How he, tho' the fight was o'er, 

Shot the? gallant cavalier ; 

How the troopers hacked him through, 

How revengefully they slew 

That vindictive musketeer. 

Alas ! heroic leader 
Of the troopers' famous train, 
When the bugle sounds the charge 
He will never lead again ! 
He'll lead no more the legions — 
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His proud Southrons brave and tanie — 
Wlio were ever in the front, 
And who bore the battle's brunt 
With their banners white and blue. 

In the broken-hearted South, 

Land of hard won world-renown ; 

In the city, in the camp, 

On the sea-board, in the town, 

O ! many an eye will brim. 

With many a burning tear. 

For the golden spurred young chief, 

Proud Virginia's cavalier. 
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THE GOOD ANGEL. 



The fever gone, with leaps of heart 
He sees her, bending o'er him, 
Her face all pale from watchful love, 
The unweary love she bore him. 

Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 

They stood roiand my sick bed 

And gazed on my form, 
They spoke in low accents, 

And said " By the mom, 
By the mom will his soul 

Have gone its long way ;" 
They whispered — I heard them — 

Tho' speechless I lay : 
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So weak and so faint, 

With life's fount ebbing low — 
O torturing pain ! 

what anguish ! what woe — 

torturing pain 

Of that terrible blow — 
The blow that bewildered — 
Distracted my brain ! 

1 struggled — how hard — 
For the life then at stake, 

While reason was fleeting — 
It seemed — ^fast away ; 

I prayed in my heart- 
Half asleep, half awake — 

And longed — how I longed 
For the slow coming day. 

In this terrible trial 
Near my bedside. 
The form of an angel 

1 thought I could see — 
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The form of an angel 
Arrayed like a bride ! 

She spoke — then I felt 
There was hope still for me. 

When the shadow of death — 

Death — ^passed very near. 
And they said the last change 

Now soon would appear ; 
She knelt by my side 

And prayed when I prayed^ 
And spoke snch brave words 

That I felt less dismayed. 

At last the night passed — 
O how welcome was day I 

Yet the lingering spirit 
Had not passed away ; 

The reason that wandered 
Had come back again» 



THE GOOD ANGEL, 63 

Betumed to the light 

From a darkened domain — 
Tho* they whispered while gazing 

On my weak form — 
They whispered, " his soul 

Will have fled ere the mom." 



She blessed and caressed me 

The day and night long — 
And the sound of her voice 

Was like a sweet song ; 
If but for a moment 

Aught called her away — 
What a moment — ah me ! 

It seemed like a day — 
So restless and nerveless 

I watched and I sighed, 
Till I felt her soft hand 

Again at my side, 



L 



THE GOOD ANGEL. 

Till I kissed her dear hand 

A^ain at my side. 

How little they thought. 

As they whispered and sighed, 
That the beautiful angel 

Was a loved bride : 
Yea, little they knew 

When they whispered and aighed, 
That this beautiful angel 

Indeed was a bride ! 
She blessed and caressed me — 

Yes, day after day ! 
And night after night 

Never left my bedside — 
She tended me carefully 

There as I lay : 
They wondered— ha ! ha I 

But knew not whose sweet bride 
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Was the beautiful angel 
At my bedside. 

My strength had come back 

In a long course of time — 
In a hot and oppressive — 

A tropical clime — 
Increasing my love 

For the angel still near, 
Who cheered me so kindly 

Through day and night drear — 
The angel so sweet 

Who ne'er left my bedside, 
The same that I thought 

Looked so much like a bride. 

When winter is past 

Then spring comes once more, 
With treasures all vernal 

The land to spread o'er : 
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When gone are the frosts 
And the chills of despair. 

Then contentment and joy 
Appear everywhere. 



Thus, too, do my sorrows'' 

And pains pass away, ; 
As hope like the springtime 

Smiles on me to-day — 
As hope like the springtime 

In garlands all gay. 
In wreaths of sweet roses — 

The roses of May — 
In beauty entrancing. 

In heav*n-like array, 
All seeming so beaming. 

Smiles on me to-day : 
While now from my sick-bed 

With joy I arise, 
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And make my glad offering — 

A new sacrifice — 
With my knees on the ground. 

My heart in the skies. 

The time for departing 

Was fast coming on — 
Sad hour of starting, 

Leave-taking and parting 
Was fast coming on — 

When I would be gone. 

The thought of the morrow 

Mew into my heart — 
Its grief and its sorrow 

Were rending my heart — 
I strove to restrain — 

But I strove all in vain — 
The thought the good angel 

I'd ne'er see again. 
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That the deep sea so wide 

Our homes would divide — 
My home from her home 

Evermore would divide — 
The heautiful angel 

Arrayed like a bride ! 

Oh, who has not felt 

The wild, passionate pain. 
When parting for ever 

From those that are near — 
That undcscribed pain. 

When fate makes us sever 
From those that are dear, 

From those that we'll never 
On earth Bee again ! 

When once more I stood near 
The good angel's aide. 
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She said there was something — 

A secret, or something 
I could not well hide ; 

She whispered it sweetly — 
So softly and sweetly — 

Close up at my side — 
Some thought I kept from her 

Was trying to hide — 
Some secret kept from her : 

And when I replied, 
She whispered it gently 

Close up at my side. 
That the " no " of my lips 

My sad looks denied. 

I knew by the gaze 

Of her eyes kind and true, 
Those lustrous sweet eyes 

Of the firmament's hue, 
Whose electrical rays 
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First pierced my heart through — 
Pierced my heart through and through- 

The same that first caught me 
Up into their heaven 

Of luminous blue ; 
I felt she well knew 

That my sad looks were true. 



I told her the secret, 

(My breast was then aching), 

I told her of some one 
Whose heart would be breaking, 
For her would be breaking, 
Each night and each day 
When I was away. 



Then she sighed, and she cried, 
And she whispered aside. 
How sad she would be 
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Each night and each day, 
So lonely and sad 
When I was away. 

I spoke now at random 

Perplexed what to say, 
Fearing each moment 

Lest my lips might betray ; 
When I thought of a dream 

I had yesterday — 
A fanciM dream 

In an Indian nddday- 
I told her the dream 

Of a beautiful land, 
A continent grand, 

With a golden paved shore ; 
Where a gay choral band 

Of angel-like girls, 
With lutes and with harps, 

Festooned round with bright pearls. 
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Sang sweetly a song 

With a mystic refrain — 
A wild plaintive strain, 

On that golden paved shore. 
Loud was the refrain 

That they sang o'er and o'er ; 
I remember it well, 

But remember no more. 
" When two are but one. 

And the one is the two. 
And faith and heart's love 

Interblend, and are true ; 
'Tis the essence of bliss — 

Heaven's divine store- 
On earth let them part, 

Nevermore — ^^nevermore !" 
And the rocks and the trees, 
The fields and the breeze, 
And the valleys and hills, 
The birds and the rills, 
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Joined in the refrain 

That they sang o*er and o'er ; 
The angelic band 

In that beautiful land, 
The continent grand 

With the golden paved shore : • 
The sweet tone of the song 

Came floating along. 
All around, everywhere, 

Till it passed like a wave — 
A soft sounding wave— 

And was lost on the air. 

And then the scene changed 

On that beautiful land ; 
I dreamt that a fairy 

Led me by the hand. 
And fast bound me round 

With a white silken band ; 
That the sky had stooped down 

5 



74 



THE GOOD ANGEL. 

And kissed the glad land ; 
The moon was a lady, 

Whose royal command 
Was given by waving 
An aerial wand. 
• The stars were her children 
At innocent play, 
And that there flew by, 

With pomp and display. 
Saluting the lady, 

All smiling and gay, 
An army of angels 

In ghttfring array ; 
And that I resolved 

On the next coming day- 
The day of departure— 

To go not away. 
Then the vision was o*er, 

All vanished and gone ; 
AH I just saw before, 
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The beautiful land, 
That continent grand, 
With the golden paved shore. 

Then said the good angel ; 

" How strange it would seem 
If fate proved the truth 

Of that part of the dreafn, 
Where you had resolved 

On the next coming day — 
The day of departure — 

To go not away ! 
Faie^ silent and strong. 

With its stay or its go^ 
Bears us back or along, 

'Gainst our yes or our noP 



I asked the good angel. 
If fate made me stay. 
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Notwithstanding my " no," 

What then would she say % 
Then she smiled and she cried, 

And whispered aside, 
How glad she would be 

Each night and each day, 
So joyful and glad 

If I would but stay. 

The morrow it came. 

And the morrow it fled, 
But that very same day 

Two true hearts were wed ; 
And I — ^would you know — 

Did I go or I stay ? 
Obedient to fate 

I went not away — 
To inflexible fate 

Foreshadowed, 'twould seem. 
In sleep's magic realms. 

In that midday*s wild dream. 
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O many a day 

Has since then passed away, 
That time when I lay 

On my couch of despair, 
Like a wreck, all wave-worn 

Fast floating away ; 
With breakers all round me, 

In clamorous roar. 
That time when she found me. 

Drifting and drifting 
To that strange unknown shore, 

That lonely dark shore. 
From whence there's return 

Nevermore ! nevermore ! 



many a day 

Has since then passed away. 
And many and many 

A change have I seen, 
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But still by my side 
Is the beautiful bride, 

All my joy and my pride, 
My darling and queen. 



You ask me who sent her 

Arrayed like a bride — 
Who sent the bright angel 

That prayed at my side % 
Who painted the rose 

With its exquisite hue % 
Whence came its fragrance, 

Its form — ^perfect and true 1 
Who modelled the pearl-drop 

From out of the dew % 
And who gave to the sky 

Its beautiful blue % 
you who know these things. 

Divine and decide 
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Who sent the sweet angel 
That prayed at my side, 

The beautiful angel 
Arrayed like a bride. 



SPARTICUS. 



" Hurrah ! hurrali ! compatriots brave ! 

Our foes are drawing nigh ! 
Hurrah ! let * Liberty or Death/ 

Be now our battle cry. 

** They come ! they come ! in thousands strong, 
Rome's hirelings proud and grand— 

With rods and chains to scourge and bind 
The captives of our band. 
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" The captives whom they deign to spare 

From murder on the field, 
Ail those who fear to die to-day — 

All those who'd basely yield. 



" Back spurn ye then the fiendish threat 

Of haughty Eome again ; 
Are ye not, tho' they call ye slaves. 

Twice sixty thousand men ? 

" Eemember now the oath you swore 

Against the tyrant foe ; 
* No quarter will we take to-day, 

No quarter will we show T 

" Hurrah ! hurrah ! the battle cry 
King up and down the line ; 

This is the glorious hour to prove 
Our oaths at freedom's shrine." 
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Thus Spaiticus, the Thracian bold 

Upon his charger grand, 
Addressed proud Eome's revolted slaves, 

As leader in command. 

Then up there went a deaf ning shout — 

A shout that rent the sky — 
While swords are raised and flags are waved 

Eesponsively on high. 



And then they swore once more the oath, 

The oath against the foe, — 
" No quarter will we take to-day, 

No quarter will we show." 

Then Sparticus, fair Thrace's son. 

The gladiator strong. 
Dismounted from his battle steed 

Before the marshalled throng. 
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His champing steed caparisoned 

In all war's trappings gay, 
That bore him oft triumphantly 

Through many a bloody fray. 

He drew his sword, and plunged it through 

The noble charger's side, 
" This be my fate, compatriots brave," 

The gladiator cried, 

" If I before the Roman host 

On this eventful day. 
By act or word or falt'ring sign 

My trust to you betray. 

'' Behold ! my faithful gallant steed. 

Now dead upon the plain ! 
Behold ! my guarantee to you, 

Retreat shall be in vain !" 
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Then all th' assembled fugitives 
Exclaim with one loud voice, 

" Liberty or death to-day, with 
The chieftain of our choice ! 



" The gods protect him and our cause 

In the impending hour, 
And to our arms grant victory 

0*er Rome*s relentless power !" 

Now with his cohorts Cressus comes, 
Like a whirlwind on the tide, 

Adown the hills and o*er the plains 
In martial pomp and pride -, 

The horsemen with their helmets bright. 
And plumes all dancing gay. 

On right and left the line maintain 
In battle's stem array ; 
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The axchers and the sUngers strong 
Beyond the wings advance ; 

While follow on a mighty host, 
With axe, and shield, and lance. 



What tho* the earth shakes 'neath their tramp- 

They fight for slavery ! 
On ! Sparticus has sworn to-day. 

The bondmen shall be free ! 

Then forward rush the fugitives, 

Their black flags waving high. 
While loud is heard resounding far 

Their desperate battle cry. 

Like two great waves they meet and mix— 

The Eomans and their foes — 
Then down the hills and o'er the plains 

The blood, like red wine flows. 
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Arms, standards, helmets, horse and foot, 

Are scattered far and wide ; 
And thousands shriek in agony, 

And die on every side. 

Still fiercely press Rome's legions on 
'Gainst foemen they disdain ; 

While Sparticus, his falt'ring lines 
To stand, implores in vain. 

In vain each passionate appeal ! 

At ev'ry point they yield. 
Till, panic-struck, ignobly flee, 

The bondmen from the field. 



On, on they fly — a shameless rout — 

To far Lucania fly I 
Their oaths are given to the winds, 

Their leader left to die ! 
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Foes round the hero gathered fast 
like bloodhounds on their prey, 

But ftdl one hour with despVate might, 
He held them all at bay. 

Two score and more around him fell 

Before the spearmen slew 
The noble Thracian, Sparticus, 

The freeman brave and true. 



THE EMPRESS OF VERAY. 



Be still a moment, noisy sea, 
For know my love would speak with me ; 
Ye waves, that roll upon the bay, 
Cease — till I hear what she would say : 
And you, ye winds, that linger nigh. 
To yonder orange woodland fly ; 
*Tis meet that ye due honour pay. 
To Ena, whom the minstrers lay 
Proclaims the Empress of Veray. 

They would not cease — ^the waves and sea — 
I could not hear her words to me. 
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While from the wood, the winds forbore, 
And stole what she repeated o'er : 
The cruel winds, and waves, and sea, 
They came between my love and me : 
It vexed them when they heard, alone 
I claim'd, I call'd her all my own. 

So, jealous of the love I bear 

For Ena, fairest of the fair, 

The three conspire and form a league, 

A deep, a bold, a base intrigue, 

To win her heart from me away. 

My love — the Empress of Veray. 

First began the treacherous sea 
To woo her with the mermaids* glee ; 
The syren maids, while at their play. 
Wove charm wreaths for her of the spray ; 
And coaxed the moon to lend her light 
To make a silver pathway bright 

6 
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Upon the outspread azure deep, 
While I was bound in dreamy sleep, 
To lead her on by spells to roam. 
And thus decoy her to their home. 



The fickle winds, with am'rous song, 
Strove to beguile her all day long ; 
Brought odours sweet from hill and dale, 
My love, my darling to regale. 
But finding these would not prevail. 
They bribed the sun and clouds to lay 
A rainbow arch across the bay — 
A painted highway through the sky 
To tempt her to ascend on high. 



And then the waves — ^who loved her more- 
Love glances threw to her on shore ; 
When near the bay they saw her stand 
They sought to luxe her from the land. 
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Bed corals, gems, shells, rich and rare, 

They bore to her, my Ena fair \ 

The dainty treasures — ^tempting store — 

They pressed upon her, o'er and o'er ; 

And when at last she would retreat, 

Bright pearls and gold roU'd to her feet ! 

Was ever 0, such guile, deceit ? 

0, never could a lover be 

More outraged by winds, waves, and sea ! 

I call'd on Neptune's ancient name, 

Invoked Eolus by his fame. 

Told how my rivals wrong'd me sore — 

And when they saw the grief I bore. 

Great Neptune caused the sea to sleep. 

And bade the waves due order keep : 

He vowed that they would never more 

Entice the maid whom I adore. 

Eolus with a chiding air 

Sent off the winds in mute despair ; 
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So winds, and waves, and syren sea — 
Theyll dare no more to plot 'gainst me, 
And I shall hear what she would say, 
While all will now due honour pay. 
To £na, Empress of Yeray. 



THE ALABAMA. 



" HuKRAH ! hurrah ! bold mariners, 

At last we hail the sea ! 
The gauntlet's run ! the peril's past ! 

The Alabama's free ! 

'' The Alabama's free ! hurrah ! 

Now raise her pennon high. 
Her first salute in war's array 

Shall be to main and sky. 



L 



THE ALABAMA. 

" HuiTsh \ faomh ! let cannons boom, 

Ho ! giJlant dazing crew ; 
While proudly to the breeze we flii^ 

The lone star in the bine. 

" And with the thunder of the guns. 
Three cheeis join, loud and long, 

In honour of the Southern cause — 
The weak against the strong !" 

Thus, like a proud sea-king of old, 

So valiant and so grand, 
Tlie ocean hero Senunes spoke out 

To his intrepid baud. 

Then guns and crew far o'er the deep, 
Send forth their loud applause, 

I'or noble craft and battle flag, 
And for the Southern cause. 
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Majestic ship, behold her like 

A sovereign of the sea, 
How gracefully she glides and leaves 

Old England on the lee ! 

From north to south, from east to west, 

For two long years and more. 
In triumph round and round the globe, 

Her way she proudly bore. 



Defiant of the Northern fleets. 
She swept with proud disdain 

The commerce of her mighty foe 
From off the blue domain. 



At last she sought a friendly port, 

From storm and war to rest. 
Where waves the ensign proud of France, 

Above the tow'rs of Brest. 
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There, many a hearty welcome hailed 

Her officers and crew, 
And loudly cheered the populace 

The lone star in the blue. 



While songs were sung, and toasts went round, 

And great was the applause. 
In many a home of ancient Brest, 

All for the Southern cause. 



Loud cannon shots from o*er the wave 

Came booming to the shore, 
" How now ! what mean those signals strange 

Repeated o'er and o'er T 



" A war ship of the North in sight T* 
The news flew up and down, 

And wilder the excitement grew 
Throughout the Gallic town. 
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The townsfolk crowd upon the quays, 

For now full well they know 
The challenge to the Southern craft 

From her heroic foe. 



And many a long, inquiring look 
Was turned towards the bay. 

Where all secure from storm and war 
The Alabama lay. 



The brave commander's on her deck, 

Already at his stand, 
His earnest gaze is seaward turned, 

His cutlass in his hand. 

The boatswain's whistle, loud and shrill. 
Soon round their leader drew. 

Armed and equipped at duty's call, 
The officers and crew. 
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" Ho ! toil-worn mariners," he cried, 
" All ye who've shared with me 

The changing fortunes of the land, 
The perils of the sea, 

" What boot our triumphs round the globe, 

Brave comrades, if we fail 
The signals to interpret now 

Of yonder haughty sail % 



" Behold her ! how defiantly, 

In view of all the town. 
She flings her challenge in our teeth 

As she sails up and down ! 

" What tho* my latest orders leave 
But little right to choose. 

What tho' our ship requires anew 
Eefltment from her cruise, 
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" Must we still at our anchor ride, 

And thus be forced to view 
The st-ars and stripes all flaunting dare 

The lone star in the blue % 



" Or, gallant oflScers and men, 

Shall we put now to sea, 
And for the glorious Southern cause, 

Fight our proud enemy T 

One loud exultant cheer was heard. 
And then, fast, fast away, 

The Alabama seaward bore, 
From out the sheltered bay. 



Hark 1 hark ! the drums to quarters beat ! 

The deck's for action cleared. 
And right against her willing foe 

The Southern craft is steered. 
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Broadside upon broadside is poured. 
The combat fiercer grows ; 

Two nobler ships ne'er met before, 
Nor fought two braver foes ! 

Tho*, ye like heroes, sturdy crew, 
The Southern cause maintain ; 

Fate has decreed your struggle fierce 
To-day must be in vain ! 



The thunder of the guns has ceased, 
One ship can fight no more. 

And one in triumph sails away 
To proud Columbia's shore. 

The stars and stripes have won the day 
O'er Southern craft and crew, 

And winds and waves now moan above 
The lone star in the blue. 



QUEEN LANOLEE. 

(AN INDIAN STORY.) 



The incidents of this stoiy are supposed to have occurred 
some centuries ago, in the country now known as Goa, Por- 
tuguese India. 

*Tis night — soft balmy silent night ! 
The queenly moon in radiant light. 
Enthroned in regal state on high, 
Holds court again to earth and sky. 
The air is laden with perfumes, 
Borne from a thousand shampee blooms ; 
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Deep in the woodland's leafy shades 
And in the palm grove's dark arcades, 
On restless golden wings at play, 
The fire-flies chase the night away. 
The bussendee,* dark queen of song, 
Her strain refuses to prolong. 
The myriad woodland minstrels sing 
No more their nightly offering : 
No rustling leaf, no wavelet's sigh. 
Disturbs the calm of earth and sky. 
Near where yon banian treet has made 
fcA hundred bowers of sacred shade. 
The Princess Ulmee, plighted bride, 
Stands gazing o'er the silvery tide. 
Awaiting there Sii Hallakan, 
The prince of all famed Sankalan. 
White rose leaves to the waves she flung, 
Then kneeling down the maiden sung, 

* The Goa nightingale. t Held sacred by the Hindoos. 
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In concert with the water's flow, 
Her evening hymn in accents low : 

" Sweet angel of the moonlit sea, 
A Hindoo maiden bows to thee : 
O hear me, angel, while I kneel, 
While I my secret thoughts reveal : 
My lover's tona* safely guide 
Across thy waters, deep and wide ; 
By bamboo shores where syrens sing, 
Where oft the tiger makes his spring ; 
Where rocks o'erhang the narrow pass, 
Where hides the cobra in the grass : 
And by the islets, lone and low, 
That oft conceal the Hindoo's foe, 
let the gale be fair and free. 
To speed my lover on to me, 
Sweet angel of the moonlit sea !" 

• Native skiff. 
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Within an arclet of the tree, 
On high, and looking to the sea, 
Her lighted sacred lamp is hung — 
In gold and amber chains 'tis swung ; 
like some far distant bright star's beam 
Shines now the lustrous signal gleam, 
Love's sign to him she calls her own, 
Him whom her heart beats for alone. 

Two hours have come, two hours have gone. 

Still Ulmee watch'd, and still hoped on : 

Yet far, and far as eye can scan 

No sign is seen of Hallakan. 

At last, with fast increasing fright, 

She mark'd the moon's declining light : 

Strange fancies fill'd her troubled brain, 

In frantic tones she call'd again. 

But call'd her Hallakan in vain ; 

Bright gems and pearls in her despair 

She parted from her raven hair : 
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Imploringly, the destined bride 
Threw the rich offering to the tide ; 
Still no response : then tum'd aside 
The watchful and despondent maid 
Beneath the sacred banion shade. 
And there prostrate to Vishnu pra/d. 



All night, 'gainst time and light and tide, 
The lover s oar was bravely plied — 
The time that seem'd so quick in flight, 
The tide that seem'd so strong to-night : 
The light too of the hopeful moon 
That waned to-night so strangely soon. 
At length Cabo's* high headland's past. 
And fair Veray'st in, view at last : 
The tide disputes no more his way, 
He rests a moment in the bay, 

• Goa Cape, Portuguese India. t The trysting place. 
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From where with joy he now can see 
The signal light bum in the tree, 
The sign she waits— his own Ulmee I 
Three times he strikes his gold sattar* 
With hope, the tones resounding far. 
May fall upon her list'ning ear, 
Eevealing the young chief draws near. 

Away again soon on the shore. 
The lover lands, all safe once more : 
One bound — and then he reach'd the tree 
" Ulmee, sweet rose," he calls, " Ulmee I 
brightest pearl of Hindostan ! 
dearest joy of Hallakan I 
loveliest maid of all thy race, 
Gome from thy sacred hiding-place, 
Come to thy Hallakan's embrace !" 
No Ulmee's voice returns the call. 
Mysterious silence reigns o*er all ! 

* An Indian instrument resembling a guitar. 
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But why? the lamp still bums above. 
The emblem of her constant love ! 
The chieftain, with misgivings dread, 
Beneath the green arcades outspread, 
Now seeks the maiden all around ; 
At last, reposing on the ground, 
Beneath an arclet of the tree, 
Conceal'd in shade, beholds Ulmee ! 
There — lying on her leafy bed — 
He kneels beside the maiden dead : 
He calls — implores — ^alas 1 in vain ! 
No more those lips will speak again J 
He rose, distracted with afFright, 
And bore her to the signal light : 
Just then, behind him sounding near, 
A low voice broke upon his ear, 
In tones, tho' wild, distinct and clear : 
" At last, proud chief of Sankalan, 
Thou'st found the pearl of Hindostan, 
The dearest joy of Hallakan ! 
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How sweetly sleeps the Koukan maid, 
In all her jewell'd robes array'd ! 
Still yet her jhellow's* snowy bloom 
Emits its sacred sweet perfume ! 
For her, from me thy love was tum'd, 
For her, Lanolee's love was spumed ! 
Lanolee ! who would still lay down 
For Hallakan her royal crown ! 
Lanolee who'd e*en give for thee, 
Her life with joy to the Suiite I 
Before the moon twelve times had shed 
Its changing light upon her head, 
They pledged the babe with thee to wed : 
That pledge they now will learn too late, 
But doom'd her to her present fate ! 
What holy priest with holy rite 
Can ever now — ha ! ha 1 — unite. 
Son of proud haughty Rowge,t with thee 
Thy prize, thy sweetest rose, Ulmee 1 

• A bridal wreath. t King of Saukalan. 
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Think'st thou that I was bom to know 
The daughter of my deadliest foe 
Should live to triumph o'er my woe, 
My broken heart and vow — no ! no ! 
But now again — now thou art free 
For love, for life, for Lanolee ! 
No power on earth, no power divine, 
Can part us — Hallakan, thou'rt mine ! 



She pauses now — ^but all in vain ! 
No word responding comes again ! 
Long, long the two in silence stand, 
At last she ventured — touched his hand : 
Roused, as if by a reptile stung, 
Upon the daring queen he sprung 1 
" Behold," he cried, " the lovely maid, 
Thy spies, thy poison low have laid ! 
Thou demon in a woman's shape, 
From vengeance now thou'lt not escape I 
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Acccept, Siva, God divine, 
My offering at thy crimson shrine !" 
His dagger drawn, he brandished high 
O'er Lauolee, whose piercing cry 
Awoke loud echoes through the sky : 
The glittering blade, with meaning dread. 
Sweeps down — ^but Lanolee had fled I 
Threads from her robe of woven gold. 
Alone remained within his hold. 
Fleet as a deer, he saw her bound, 
Far o'er the favouring grassy ground. 
Till lost within the veiling shade, 
The mango trees and vines had made. 

In mad pursuit, he would have sped — 
But no ! he could not leave the dead \ 
" No more we part," he wildly cried, 
" No more we part, I and my bride ! 
With the swift wind, we will fly 
Beyond the sea-gull*s noisy cry 1 
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My tona light our shroud shall be, 

Our grave — the caves of yonder sea 1 

Our plighted vow in death we'll keep 

For evermore down in the deep J 

The breaker's roar on Malabar, 

Our requiem loud shall sound afar 1" 

With loving care her saree^ gB,j 

He wraps around the form of clay, ', .. ^ 

And bears it to the boat away. 

OflF, oflT, he pushes from the shore — 

That land he leaves for evermore ; 

The helm makes fast, spreads wide the sail. 

And gives her to the welcome gale ; 

Then calmly down he lies beside 

The maiden dead — ^his lost young bride. 

With dread forebodings in her hearti 
Lanolee saw the boat depart : 

• A loose outer garment 
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She left in haste her dark retreat, 

And sped along on trembling feet, 

Until she reach'd by shorten'd way, 

A point outstretching in the bay, 

That high with gloomy rocks was crown'd, 

That down upon the ocean frowned : 

She gains the summit of the cliff, 

Sees flying by the fated skiff ; 

Still on, and on — fast o*er the tide, 

It sails towards the ocean wide. 

" He's lost," she cries in frenzied tone ; 

" He's lost ! he's lost I all hope is gone I 

But ah ! on earth, tho' parted now. 

No ! not in vain shall be my vow ! 

Beyond the wave my spirit free, 

0, Hallakan ! shaU follow thee !" 



With dry wood from the jungle shade, 
The frame work of a pyre she laid : 
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With dextrous hand and patient care, 
She heap'd the brittle brambles there : 
Soon flashing flames arose on high, 
Illuminating wave and sky : 
There midst the fire upon the height, 
Stands statue-like, enrobed in white. 
The heathen sovereign, Lanolee, 
Love's sacrifice to the Sutlee, 



THE CONFEDERATE REVIEW. 



In the Shenandoah valley — 

Valley famous evermore, 
Now the sepulchre of heroes, 
Whose days of war are o*er, 
Heroes of the mighty north, 
Heroes of the giant west. 
Heroes of the gallant south, 
There side by side they rest^ 
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Their long and solemn rest ; 
For their valour all defying, 
For their sacred faith undying, 
Will their memories long be blesL 

In that fair and fertile valley — 
Twas on a summer's day— 
(Years since then have pass'd away) 
When Virginia — famed dominion — 
Look'd so martial and so gay ; 
When a host was gathering there^ 
Full ninety thousand strong. 
And the fairest of the fair, 
Kebel emblems in their hand.'^ 
Bebel ribbons in their hair. 
From the Southland everywhere^ 
Came to view the mighty throng. 



When Georgia — ^valiant Georgi 
And noble Tennessee > 
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And chivalric Carolina, 

With her proud Palmetto tree ; 

And Florida and Texas — 

The scions of the free — 

And Louisiana, with her park 

Of bright artillery ; 

Mississippi and Kentucky, 

Alabama — " Land of rest /* 

The " Old North State,"* and Arkansa8,t 

And Missouri of the west, 

March'd their legions to the valley, 

The levies old and new, 

On that summer day so bright, 

The day of the review. 

The trees were all in blossom, 
The fields were robed in green, 
Ajid garlands, flags, and streamers 
On every side were seen. 

• North Carolina. f Arkansaw. 



THE CONFEDERA IE RE VIE W, 117 

The martial bands were playing, 
The joy-bells peaVd away, 
In honour of the chieftain. 
The hero of the day — 
In honour of the army, 
That brave devoted band, 
The cherished hope and glory 
Of all the fair South land : : 
MarshaJls on their champing steeds. 
Fast galloped up and down, 
Giving orders, stemming back 
The people from the town. 
The people who in thousands, 
From near and from afar, 
Were crowding and surrounding 
The spectacle of war. 

Ho ! horsemen, and ho ! footmen, 
Ho ! veterans* — battle-tried — 

• That portion of the old regular army which joined the 
Southern cause. 
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Ho ! grand artillery 1 
Ho ! battalions open wide ! 
Booming cannons, rolling dnims 
Tell your chosen chieftain comes I 
See the chief of all the chieftains I 
The country's joy and pride, 
With sturdy Stonewall Jackson, 
And bold Stuart* at his side ! 
Men of war and mighty deeds, 
On their famous battle steeds, 
On and on they proudly ride 1 

Ninety thousand beating hearts. 
Ninety thousand daring men, 
Like ninety thousand lions 
All impatient of delay — 
All panting for the prey — 
Are standing where they'll stand 

* Distiiiguished himself in the Mexican war. 
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In that order ne'er again : 
Up the rugged mountain side, 
Thro' the valley, o'er the plain^ 
Surge the mighty human mass, 
Like a living outspread main ; 
Then the chieftain of the chieftains, 
His captains by his side, 
Eeview'd the grand divisions, 
With a patriot's fervent pride. 
Saluting as he pass'd along, 
With courtly grace and ease, 
The standards with their eagles 
Beared in the midday breeze. 
And now — uncapped — the warrior, 
As modest as renown'd. 
Spoke out to all his generals, 
Who near him gather'd round — 
Spoke thro' them to the army 
Of the valour of the foe. 
And the odds they must encounter 
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Whene'er they struck the blow : 

The blow for independence 

On which they staked their all, 

Sacred honour, fortune, life, 

At their loved country's call ; 

Invoked them to remember, 

When the coming fight was on, 

Thermopylae's famed pass, 

And glorious Marathon ; 

And their fathers' noble daring 

When victories were won 

On many a bloody field. 

While North and South were one — 

Caird thro' the gallant generals 

For three loud cheers and three, 

From the horsemen and the footmen 

And the grand artillery, 

From the levies young and veterans 

For Southern liberty. 
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Then cheers as loud as thunder — 
A wild tumultuous roar — 
As if they'd rend asunder 
The hills and valleys under, 
Went up from every corps ; 
Such a mighty storm of voices, 
In the Shenandoah valley. 
Was never heard before ; 
But that storm of shouts again 
From those ranks of marshall'd men, 
Ee-echoed o'er and o'er, 
In the Shenandoah valley 
Will be heard there nevermore. 
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Awake from your slumbers, beautiful Eva, 

And cease from your dreaming, this morning of May ; 

Aiise my beautiful, beautiful Eva, 

And away, away to the woodlands, away. 

The wild birds are singing. 

While swiftly they're winging. 
Their flight in aerial play ; 

Gay flowers are blooming, 

And sweetly perfuming 

The couch where sleeping you lay ; 
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Then wake from your slumbers, beautiful Eva, 
And come to the woodlands, come, come away. 

Awake from your slumbers, beautiful Eva^ 
And bind up your ligbt silken tresses, I pray ; 
Arise my heart's bride, my beautiful Eva, 
And away, away to the woodlands, away. 

Bright waters are flowing. 

All nature is glowing. 
Upon the lovely array : 

Around where you're laying 

The zephyrs are playing, 

With joy, this morning of May ; 
Then wake from your slumbers, beautiful Eva, 
And come to the woodlands, come, come away. 

Awake, awake, my beautiful Eva ; 
Hear, hear your own Alvan, nor longer delay ; 
Arise, my darling, my beautiful Eva, 
And away, away to the woodlands, away. 
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So long IVe been calling, 
And calling, and calling ; 

Speak — I implore— if you may ; 
The bright hours are fleeting, 
Arise-give a greeting 

To this our loved first of May ; 
Awake from your slumbers, beautiful Eva, 
And come to the woodlands, come, come away. 

She'll never wake more — ^the beautiful Eva ! 
Alvan's bright star of hope's now set for aye ! 
The spirit last night of beautiful Eva 
Was borne by the angels to heaven away. 

A sad heart is breaking, 

Because there's no waking 
Alvan's adored one to-day ; 

He kneels o'er her, weeping. 

As she's in death sleeping, 
Alas ! this morning of May ; 
His loved and his lost — his beautiful Eva, 
Who to woodlands on earth, no more will away. 



BEAUTIFUL EVA. 125 

How Alvan loved his own beautiful Eva, 
There are more than angels in heaven can say ; 
How he was loved by his beautiful Eva, 
Oh the angels know well who bore her away. 

Long vigils he's keeping. 

No rest or no sleeping — 
Around all seeming dismay ; 

At last, o'er her bending, 

Like incense ascending. 
His spirit passed on its way, 
To join his beloved, his beautiful Eva, 
In the land of the angels — ^far, far away. 



SHERMAN'S MARCH TO THE SEA. 



Ho ! valiant soldiers of the north, 

Ho ! legions of the free ; 
Hurrah ! our eagles southward press 

Until they reach the sea ! 
Sons of immortal Washington, 

A hundred battles show, 
Emblazoned on your starry flags, 

How ye disdain the foe. 
Ho ! veteran army of the west, 

Your bleeding country's pride. 
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New laurels wait ye on the field, 

Ye— oft in battle tried. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! come woe or weal, 

Our war-cry still shall be, 
One constitution — union — flag — 

While marching to the sea f 
No north, no south, no east, no west, 

Shall our republic know, 
A traitor's doom alone be his 

Who seeks its overthrow 1 
Eemember, all the perils past. 

So long our lot to share. 
Will count as naught beside the one 

We're now about to dare. 
Up mountains, bristling o'er with guns, 

And down the deep defile. 
Through swamp, and wood, and rapid flood, 

For many a weary mile ; 
Where all unmask'd the foemen stand, 

Or in dark ambush lie, 
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Determined in tlie southland fair. 

To conquer or to die. 
Our march — ^by day and night — our march 

Unfaltering on must be, 
For by the union's sacred cause 

We're pledged to reach the sea. 
Hurrah ! a nation's heart with hope 

Is beating high to-day, 
And loud the cry to heay'n is raised 

" God speed ye on your way !" 



Hark ! hark ! in answer to our chief 

Loud cheers the mighty throng, 
As southward ho ! with joy we march — 

A hundred thousand strong. 
With all his staff surrounding him 

Bode Sherman at our head. 
The hero who to victory 

Our colunms often led. 
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First in adyance the mounted men, 

In banner'd squadrons ride, 
With fife and drum, and trumpet sound, 

In all their martial pride ; 
And next the flying batteries 

And rifled carronades. 
Supported by, on either flank, 

The haughty light brigades. 
The mortars and the mountain guns 

In battle's grand array — 
Their ready port-fires all ablaze — 

Then follow on the way. 
With banners, bands, and gleaming arms, 

Next in war's retinue, 
March the long lines of infantry — 

The gallant FedVal blue. 



Hurrah ! hurrah 1 the army grand, 
With all its heavy train 
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Of horse and foot, soon thunders o'er 

Atlanta's startled plain. 
In thousands round their city fair 

The Georgians rally fast, 
But tho' they fight like demons long 

Are forced to yield at last. 
The God of battles favoured us 

On the ensanguined field — 
Our fathers' God I who oft of yor© 

Proved their unfailing shield. 
The stars and stripes, Columbia's pride, 

Hurrah ! hurrah ! now fly 
O'er Georgia's mountain battlements, 

Exultingly on high. 



Where pours Savannah's torrent wild 

By dark Ogeechee's flood. 
The tide of war is rolling on — 

Still on, through fire and blood. 



'.■/' 
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New glories crown our seaward march, 

Our brave foes, day by day, 
Before the avalanche of war, 

On every side, give way. 



At last the frowning spires are seen 

That o'er the plains look down 
From Oglethorpe's old capital. 

Savannah's famous town. 
Now from the ships awaiting us. 

All cruising off the shore, 
Eeplying to our signal guns, 

A hundred cannons roar — 
A hundred cannons loudly boom 

O'er Fort Pulaski's walls. 
And many a deaf'ning cheer proclaims 

That proud Savannah falls. 
There's mourning in the south to-day, 

Eejoicing in the north ; 
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For news of our great victory 

Already has gone forth. 
Our old Republic's noble flag, 

The emblem of the free, 
Defiantly — ^hurrah ! hurrah ! — 

In triumph hails the sea. 



A GOA BOAT SONG. 



Viva ! the bright moon lights the sky, 

Away ! now bend the oar, 
And fast our tona,* boys, will fly 

Along Veray*s green shore : 
Along Veray's green shore — alah ! 

Where dark-eyed maidens dwell ; 
Where music's gentle sound — viva ! 

Of merry dances tell. 

* Native boat. 
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Viva ! viva ! dear Portugal ! 
Tho' far away, we'll sing 
Our fatherland is Portugal ! 
Dom Louis is our king ! 



In olden time a daring band 

Of heroes crossed the wave, 
From Portugal, our fatherland, 

With Albuquerque the brave — 
With Albuquerque of glorious fame, 

With Albuquerque the free, 
To Goa's beauteous land they came. 

All men of high degree. 

(Chorus) Viva ! viva 1 &c. &c. 

Our homes are mid wild vales of green, 

And on the mountain side. 
And fast o'er the lagoon serene. 

Viva ! our tonas glide. 



A GOA BOAT SONG. 13S 

The Bombay bells are beauties rare, 

The Madras maidens grand ; 
But Goa girls are past compare, 

The pride of India's land. 

(Chorus) Viva 1 Viva ! &c. &c. 



RAHBOORIE. 

(an INDIAN SERENADE.) 



Rahboorie, 'tis our angers night, 

Thy sisters fair on high, 
In beauteous smiles of living light 

Enchant the evening sky. 

Sweet villood* flower, delay no more ; 

Awhile thy mahalf leave. 
Hear how the winds along the shore 

For thy strange absence grieve. 

» The prince's feather. f Palace. 
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Thy seat beneath the mango tree 

With spice vines interwove : 
Is now forlorn — entre,ating thee, 

Queen of the pahn-tree grove. 

The moonlit beach, the verge of green, 

Around the silver bay, 
And every wild and changing scene 

Proclaims 'gainst thy delay. 



What sings the 60a bulbul now 

In yonder banian shade, 
" That when she makes her fervent vow 

Distrust the Konkan maid 9 



" That she, more graceful than the fawn. 

More gentle than the dove ; 
Sweet spirit of the river lawn, 

Eahboorie, pearl of love — 

9 
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" That she, whose rings and saree* gay 

Are envied near and far, 
Whose charms are sung from Candolay, 

To distant Malabar — 

" That she, who looks thro' raven's eyes, 

Who wears the koahf rose. 
To-night in vain hears Cassum's sighs, 

In vain hears all his woes V 

No, no, thou songster, I'll not hear 

Thy idle wanton tale : 
A breath 'gainst her whom I revere 

Will be of no avail. 

The jhellowj wreath is not more pure. 

The shaster more divine \ 
And fate itself is not more sure. 

Than sweet Rahboorie mine. 

* A Hindoo lady's robe. 

f A flower resembling the English jasmin. 

{ A bridal wreath made of the koah rose. 



I 
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She stays but while her maids array 

Her rich dark flowing hair, 
With gems and gold and pearly spray, 

And for the new moon prayer. 

She comes ! at last she comes ! behold ! 

Deceptive bulbul see ! 
The form, the face of beauty's mould, 

My goddess — Eahboorie ! 



9—2 



SAXON THE PROPHET, 



s the Prophet ia a precise man, 
all of the neighbours sny — 
alka up and down in his garden path, 
ictly two hours each day. 



1 the Prophet foretclla & 

d comets the neighbours say, 

ust at the time he states they'll appear, 

ey come — ^that night or that day. 
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Saxon the Prophet foretells also storms — 

So all of the neighbours say — 
He is learned and wise, knows many a law, 

Though quaint and odd in his way. 



Saxon the Prophet is a shrewd old man — 

So all of the neighbours say — 
The country folk round believe him to be 

The greatest man of the day. 

Saxon the Prophet and Eachel his wife — 

So all of the neighbours say — 
Feast the whole village, the young and the old, 

On the lawn, each quarter day. 



Saxon and Eachel live all to themselves, 

I often pass by their gate — 
The happiest pair on the earth they say. 

So content with their own state. 
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The Prophet by name good Saxon is called — 

So all of the neighbours say — 
By all the young folk who love the old man, 

So quaint and odd in his way. 

One morning I walked in the balmy air, 
Sporting were birds on the wing — 

Far out of the town, in the woodland shade — 
'Twas then the dawning of spring, 

Saxon the Prophet I met in the road : 
" Good-morrow, Prophet," said I. 

" Good-morrow, good sir," old Saxon replied, 
In a voice gentle and shy. 

" Saxon the Prophet," said I unto him, 

" How often I've heard of you ; 
It pleases me much to shake your just hand — 

To know one so good and true," 
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Then Saxon and I sat down on a log, 

" Prophet," said I by his side, 
"What prize do you prize in this worid the most?" 

" Contentment^'* Saxon replied. 

" Philosophy — ^life," I then said to him, 
" Something of these tell me, pray." 

And all this is what (if I've not forgot) 
Saxon the Prophet did say : 

" I have a golden pound, 
A heart content and free, 
A cheerful cup of tea, 

A little wife 

To bless my life. 
Who's all the world to me. 

" I have a little house, 

I built it long ago, 

Near where bright waters flow ; 
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Aroimd it old oaks grow. 

I'm very vain 

Of my domain, 
Tho' tis not laige you know. 



" Fve books upon my shelves — 
All filled with precious lore — 
O'er them I love to pore, 

They tell me ' man, 

Life's but a span' — 
Yes, and they teach far more. 



" The world's a tiny thing 

Compared to endless space — 

And ever in a race, 
life with hope's spring. 
Death with its sting, 

Contend for power and place. 
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" Life peoples all the globe, 
The beasts and birds provides, 
And many things besides ; 
Death steals life's work away ; 

Their war and strife 

Are always rife — 
And will be ay, for aye ! 



" They are mighty monarchs. 
And they have world-wide fame — 
Don't ask me whence they came — 
Their reign earth did proclaim, 

The wise man sings 

Before earth's kings 
Had one of them a name. 



" I'm but a simple man, 

With thoughts light as a straw ; 

Unlearned in art and law : 
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The mysteries of time, 

Philosophy sublime — 

On these I cannot draw. 

" Ah me ! philosophy !] 
What is philosophy % 
(Sometimes I think aloud) 
Fve beard a poet say, 
It is the golden cloud 
That beaxs our souls away- 
Away to heaven — away ! 

" One day a child asked me— 
So artless and mild, 
Eight summers at most, 
She was only a child — 
Who made the big mountain 1 
The valley and plain ] 
The flow of the fountain % 
And watery main % 
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So deep, strong and wide — 

Who painted the grass green ? 

And why is it green ? 

Why this one a beggar ? 

And that one a queen ? 

And who made the tide ? 

Who made the loud thunder ? 

The earthquake who made 1 

And lightning's red glare ? 

And what made the earth round 1 \ 

Could it have been square ? 

And sound — ^who made the sound % 

And limitless air ? 

And bright stars supplied ? 

And what made the sun warm ? 

And why is it warm ? 

Who made the volcano ? 

And tongue of the storm ? 

And gave to each thing 

Its particular form ? 
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From what are the winds made? 
And why do they blow ? 
First this way, then that way 
As they list, so they go : 
And why do the rivers 
For ever down glide % 
Of what is the light made ? 
The light for man's guide : 
Those two butterflies 
That we see yonder there, 
What gave them their colours % 
So bright, rich, and rare ; 
One sports a grey dress 
Interblended with red — 
The others arrayed 
like a gay flower-bed ! 



" Since then the fair child 
No more have I seen ; 
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She went to the gate, 
IVe heard at thirteen — 
That mystical gate, 
Joining, dividing. 
And standing between 
Two worlds separate. 
There, she was challenged. 
There, quickly she gave 
The countersign — * Death.' 
The gate opened wide. 
And then she passed on, 
And then, went inside, 
'Twas done in a breath : 
Then back swung the gate 
To its former closed state. 

AlVs well, 
Cried the grim sentinel, 
Who paced up and down 
In the armour of fate : 
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And thus the fair one 
For ever was gone, 

Gone, gone ! 

It is a mocking hour 
When mind in its proud pow*r, 
In victory of thought, 
Stalks like a conqueror 
O'er all things that it sought 
To know, to understand. 
Save one — ^Alas ! and this. 
The bane of all its bliss. 
Mind's greatest flight defies. 
And hurls it down the skies, 
To earth from whence it came ; 
And there alone. 
In its own zone, 
With rebel moan. 
And despair's groan, 
Becomes its own 
Self-made sacrifice. 
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" Well then, I do not know, 
When all is said and done, 
What gain it is that's won. 
To know what deep men know ; 
Explaining thus — and so : 
E'en sometimes fools 
Quote well-known rules. 
And teaching of the schools. 
Our thoughts must always merge 
Within a certain verge ; 
Beyond that all is dark — 
Mind cannot pass that mark. 
Till faith with torch in hand, 
Lights up the misty land. 

" Faith ! simple faith ! 
Stem, sterling, great ! 
Firm rock and strong — 
Her simple state. 
Her grandest state ! 
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The short and long 
Of argument, 
Of common sense, 
Is this — no more- 
Faith is, and must for ever be, 
Mind's potentate ; 
Great, grand, sublime, 
Unbroken link 
Of present, past, 
And future time,^ 



ORENA. 

(an INDIAN BALLAD.) 



" Unfurl the sail, the wind is fair 

0*er Marmagon* to-day — 
Tonara, haste thy morning prayer, 

For I must speed away ; 

" For know across yon waters blue, 
Where all my hopes now lie, 

'Tis twelve long leagues to Eacheloo, 
And twice as far to Jhii : 

• A river in Goa, Portuguese India. 

10 
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" Yon swift white birds — ^how well they trace 

Our winding course along 
The reeds and flowers and palms that grace 

The shores of Marmagon ! 

" Tonara, urge again thy crew — 



The fairest skies may frown, 
And I would reach famed Racheloo 
Before the sun goes down. 

« Orena, mine— she waits me there, 
From thence with me to fly, 

And we must reach by morning prayer 
The convent gate at Jhii. 

" Within its walls all safe and free, 
At Mary's shrine we'll bow, 

And there she'll wed my faith and me 
With holy Christian vow. 



ORENA. 155 

" Should aught detain me on the tide 

Beyond the time of eve, 
Orena — long my plighted bride, 

Would sadly pine and grieve. 

" The young Rannah of kingly line, 

My rival and my foe, 
Would wed to-morrow what's now mine, 

If I should fail to go." 

" Fear not, Senhor — our tona* light 

Will bear us in good time. 
And Racheloo will be in sight 

Long ere the vesper chime ; 

" And long before the morrow's sun 

Can light the eastern sky, 
You'll gain — ^you and the bride you've won, 

The convent gate at Jhii." 

* Native boat. 
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From sacred Cabo's* sea-girt shore, 
They speed then on their way ; 

At Racheloo they safely moor 
Before the close of day. 

Lobato Dom, the proud Senhor, 
Now sought the Bindaht shade, 

Soon to his heart he clasped once more 
The trusting Indian maid. 

Quick off again the tona flies, 

In triumph on her way, 
Beneath the Konkan star-lit skies, , 

The fire-flies' golden ray. 

Orena left the mango grove. 

Her royal home and line, 
With him her heart could only love, 

To wed at Mary's shrine. 

* Goa Cape, Portuguese India, 
t The wild mangosteen. 
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" Tonara, well the headlands mark, 

This time of hope and care ; 
Trust not top much the stream when dark, 

By day so safe and fair. 

" Along the shores, Orena's caste 

And Eannah*s kinsmen dwell, 
And when they know she's fled at last. 

Their rage — ^what words can tell." 



" Alerto 1 bom ! nobre Senhor, 

My Goa crew and I, 
This mom by great Saint Francis swore. 

To land you safe at Jhii." 

'< Tonara, hark ! what means that cheer 

Echoing through the trees ]" 
" Senhor, *tis naught — ^the sound you hear^ 

Is but the highland breeze." 
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" Tonara, listen once again — 
The breeze it may not be !" 

" Senhor, across the green rice plain 
You hear the moaning sea." 



" Tonara, hear ! I do not dream ! 

Strange sounds are coming there !** 
" Senhor, 'tis but the night-bird's scream 

Afar upon the air. 



" And yet, Senhor, I do not know, 

Can I mistake that sound ? 
I hear it now — 'tis faint and low, 

'Tis nearing all around !" 

" Ho tand — ah gha ! oh ha ! ha ho !" 

The tribemeri's onward cry. 
Now broke from boat and hill and shore 

Upon the midnight sky. 
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" They come ! like fiends ! they come, Senhor ! 

Maria mai I 'tis true ! 
For love, for life, now bend each oar ! 

Strain eVry nerve, my crew ! 

" These hounds shall know we scorn to yield ; 

Their mad pursuit defy — 
How if the worst comes, we can wield 

Our arms, and win, or die !" 



As thus he spoke, Tonara fell,' 
Pierced by a tribeman's ball : 

The lovers heard their hope's last kneU 
Ring in that brave man's fall. 



All terror-struck the faithless crew, 
Their leader now no more — 

To oaths, and him, alike untrue. 
Swam for their lives to shore. 



>6o ORENA. 

There they were met bj Bannah's band, 

li^th savage caste disdaiii — 
And there, upon that lonelj strand. 

The cowards all were slain. 

Abandoned, lost, the lovers saw- 
Fast on the rolling flood. 

Their foes, like tigers, nearer draw. 
Impatient for their blood. 

In love's embrace together bound 

They plunged into the wave ; 
Too late, the tribemen heard the sound. 

Their prey was in the grave. 

Long years since then have come and gone. 

But still the boatmen tell 
The lovers* fate on Marmagon, 

And how Tonara fell. 



[l 



LINES 

ON THE ABYSSINIAN EXPEDITION. 

(Written previous to its embarkation at Bombay.) 



How proudly waves St. George's flag, 
How gladly beat brave hearts to-day : 

For England's name, 

Her laws proclaim, 
Shall be upheld — hurrah ! 
And bold Napier will lead the way. 
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No weeping wives or maids complain ; 
Patriots fair know not dismay ; 

They one and all 

Applaud the call, 
Of resmt I on I — ^hurrah ! 
With bold Napier to lead the way. 

To Abyssinia's distant shore, 
The gallant fleet will sail away, 

With martial men, ' 

Whose only ken 
Is forward, and hurrah ! 
While bold Napier will lead the way. 

Defiant ruler Theodore, 

With vengeful fate no longer play. 

Or fire and steel 

Will soon reveal 
What means the wild hurrah ! 
With bold Napier to lead the way. 
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Set free the captives from their chains, 
No longer Britain's right gainsay, 

For if they're slain. 

Woe to the plain, 
Where rings the old hurrah ! 
While bold Napier will lead the way. 

The proud renown of Britain's arms 
WiU prove how vain is tyrant sway ; 

For law and right 

Have power and might. 
In England's famed hurrah ! 
With bold Napier to lead the way. 



SONG. 



ENAVAREEN. 



AFAR I have wandered 
For many a year, 

From the home of my childhood, 
So loved and so dear : 

1 have crossed the wide world 

Of old ocean's domain. 
And have dwelt in the lands 
Where the charmed magi reign ; 
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But the gayest, the fairest, 

That ever IVe seen, 
Is that vale of wild beauty, 

Sweet Enavareen. 

There the mocking-bird warbles 

His sweetest wild lay, 
His coy mistress entreating 

Entrancing all day : 
There the west wind sweeps down 

The hill's moss-cover'd side. 
And there ever flows on 

The Ogeechee's dark tide ; 
While the fairies at even-time 

With their loved queen, 
Sing their songs of wild joy 

In sweet Enavareen. 

There the gorgeous magnolia. 
And proud laurel's bloom, 



Load the air all around 

With their Bweeteat perfiune j 
There the chaste bridal trees, 

With their blossoms of enow, 
On the fairest of maidens 

Their treasures bestow. 
There the skies are all golden, 

No storms intervene __ 
To disturb the repose 

Of sweet Enavareen. 



THE 



SENTINEL OF THE POTOMAC. 



A HURRICANE from the north came down — 
Came down with the thunder's roar, 

Sweeping hill and vale, with a blinding hail, 
By the dark Potomac's shore. 

By the dark Potomac's angry waves, 

That two armies brave divide. 
And who now no more, as in days of yore, 

'Gainst the foe fight side by side. 
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Ho ! sentinel, 'tis a dismal night 

On jour lonely post to stand, 
When afiir and near, all is dark and drear — 

When you cannot see your hand. 

Imperative tho' your orders are, 

If a leaf but stirs the air. 
Near the wood below, that conceals the foe, 

To fire and fall back with care : 



Ho ! sentinel, they'll avail but naught, 
For what troops to-night can form ? 

The most daring band, ay ! in all the land, 
.Cannot march in this fierce storm. 



The FedVal brave stood his ground six hours, 

Tho' his watch was only two, 
But still it came not, to that lonely spot, 

The Eelief long overdue. 
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What's that — ^great God ! in the dark that grasps 

The throat of the sentinel ? 
'Twas no earthly thing made that daring spring, 

Twas a fiend let loose firom hell ! 

Ha ! but a murd'rous struggle is on, 

That the storm can know alone ; 
Now two bowie knives seek two soldiers' lives, 

Man to man unseen — unknown. 



The hurricane from the north passed by, 
And dawn revealed where they fell ; 

With wounds gashed all o'er, two forms in their gore, 
And one was the sentinel. 

And one, half-clad, was a Southern scout. 

Who shoeless and hatless lay : 
They both yet could speak, tho' in accents weak. 

For their life-blood ebbed away. 

11 
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Foe looked on foe for the first time now, 

And long was each searching gaze ; 
They thought where and when, the two dying men. 

Had they met in former days. 

« Confederate scout, for the sake of God, 

Now 'tis done, why, teU me why. 
Sought you for my life with the bowie knife 

And forced me, foe, thus to die ? 

" And how in the dreadful hurricane- 
Through the driving torrent, say— 

With no sign to mark through the night pitch dark, 
Founi you to my post your wayl" 

« North foe, half starved, half naked, IVe been 
For these eight long months, and more ; 

I marked ere the storm your new uniform, 
Your post by the river shore ; 
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" And then I thought of my stone-cut feet, 

My empty sack, and — ^my knife — 
Of the desp'rate deed — ^it might not succeed, 

But what was my famished life % 

" North sentinel, if you can, forgive ! 

Forgive me before I go ! 
For I'm passing on, and 111 soon be gone 

Beyond reach of friend and foe : 



" God help my wife and my children young. 

Now starving in Tennessee — 
I leave them no friend that relief can lend. 

Until they may follow me : 

" But safe my mother and sisters sleep 

By my murdered father's side — 
Oh ! wo Id I were laid with them in Moss Glade, 

Near the Elk's low murmuring tide !" 

11—2 
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" *Moss Glade T * theElk T what ! what say you, scout] 

Can your words — can they be true? 
Through my failing sight — Ealph, am I right % 

Ealph ! brother Ralph ! it is you /' 

The brothers then took each other's hands, 

For brothers alas I were they — 
They spoke not again — ^the ill-fated men — 

Their spirits soon passed away. 

The sentinel and the Southern scout — 
Their last guard on earth now o'er — 

Far far from " Moss Glade" in one grave are laid, 
By the dark Potomac's shore. 



LINES TO PORTUGAL. 



Hail Portugal ! Dom Louis' honoured land ! 

Home of the great Briganza's regal line I 
Hail Lousitania ! whose achievements grand, 

Upon the brightest page of history shine ! 

Land of immortal Martin Moniz brave, 
Of Albuquerque, the chieftain wise and bold- 

Of Vasco Gamma, sovereign of the wave, 
And many a valiant mighty man of old. 
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land ! proud land of nature's noblemen, 
Whosedaring deeds throughout theworldresound j 

Land, famous Lusian land of sword and pen, 
In olden story o'er and o'er renown'd. 

Land of the harp and wild sweet madrigal, 
Land of Camoens' and Castilha's* pride. 

Thy bards have sung, heroic Portugal, 
How warrior kings and chiefs for thee have died. 

Where proud majestic Duro's waters flow, 
The wandering minstrels sing their battle tales. 

While gentle Lua with her silvery bow 
Kesplendent rises o'er the silvan vales. 

Where mighty Tagus grandly rolls along 
By blooming vine-clad hills, and smiling meads, 

There, too, the harper in his touching song 
Becounts with pride their patriotic deeds. 

• The poet laureate of Portugal. 
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But ! what minstrers harp — what song can tell 
The deeds — the glorious deeds — ^heroic, grand, 
Achieved by Christian 'gainst the infidel, 

Contending for fair Lusus' lovely land ! 

Hail ! Lousitania ! hail thou favoured queen ! 

Hail ! ancient mistress of the mighty main ! 
Time ever keep thy heroes' laurels green ! 

Eekindled be thy glories o'er again ! 



DOM MARTIN MONIZ, 

(A BALLAD OF THE OLDEN TIME.) 



INTEODUCTION. 



The Moorish occupation of Portugal was a dismal 
chapter in the history of that country. The great 
battle of Ourique was fought July, 1139; the 
Moorish forces being commanded by five kings- 
four of whom were slain during the engagement ; 
and the Portuguese, by the famous Affonso, who 
achieved a complete victory. Tradition says that 
previous to the battle, Affonso, who had retired to 
a secluded spot for prayer, beheld in the sky a 
cross — ^an omen, he considered, of divine interven- 
tion in his behalf. 
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Dom Maitin Moniz greatly distinguished him- 
self in the brilliant victories gained by AflTonso over 
the Moors, who for a long time had occupied the 
capital, and many other cities. 

Subsequently to the battle of Ourique, AflFonso 
led his victorious army before the walls of Lisbon, 
(the Moorish capital) : here the Moors made a 
determined stand, but after a siege of five months 
and a bloody assault of six hours, the city was 
taken. Lisbon was surrounded by a wall, defended 
by seventy-seven towers : through a narrow pas- 
sage forming an entrance to the citadel, Dom Martin 
Moniz succeeded in forcing his way, and held it 
single-handed against a host of defenders, until his 
men rushed through the opening — at which moment 
the hero fell — ^victory being declared soon after- 
wards. 

Shortly before Lisbon was taken, a fleet convey- 
ing an army of crusaders from various nations, com- 
manded — as some historians assert — ^by William 
Longsword (son of Henry II. of England, and fair 
Eosamond) was discerned from the rocks of Cintra, 
(it is said^ by Affonso himself. The crusaders, who 
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were bound for the Holy Land, were compelled by 
a storm to seek shelter at Lisbon. The king im- 
plored their aid against his infidel enemies : they 
demurred at first, but Afibnso's arguments at length 
prevailed : the crusade in Palestine was relinquished, 
and the expedition joined AfFonso's forces, contri- 
buting to those successes which ultimately placed 
the whole of Portugal under the Christian flag. 



The Lady Jane mused in her bower, 
Her lover lord was o'er the sea, 

He fought against the Moslem power 
With Longsword bold of high degree. 

A long long year it is to-day 

Since 'neath the trysting tree they met ! 
From England's isle, tho' far away. 

The vow he made, can he forget ? 

Forebodings strange disturbed the maid. 
Her heart was filled with fear and pain ; 
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The bitter thought, was she betray'd 
Now haunted her bewildered brain. 

The Lady Jane was fair and young — 

The sweetest rose of Avonmore — 
And minstrels oft her praises sung 

At eventide on Avon's shore. 

Her maiden heart was void of care, 

Her Hfe a dream of joyous pride, 
Till Lord Nevill in love's despair 

Had sought her as a plighted bride. 

That eve to her ancestral hall, 

There came two knights of noble mien — 
Afar and near thro' England aU 

More gallant knights were never seen. 

One was a Briton brave, and one 

A courtly noble Portuguese, 
With many a battle honour won 

In Moorish fight, across the seas. 
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Benighted, and all ttavel sore, 

The pilgrims sought a refdge, where 

Was never closed the castle door 
When shelter was petitioned there. 

The happy happy olden time, 
When barons great of old England, 

The stranger hail'd from every clime, 
With welcome warm and friendly hand : 

When on the hearth the log fire bright 
Lit up the hall with cheerful glow ; 

And all made merry o'er time's flight — 
Six hundred years and more ago : 

When round the board went English cheer, 
With song or story — ^as it came ; 

And lady grand, and noble peer 

Shared in the jest and join'd the game. 

'Twas thus in Avon's Hall that night — 
The birth-night of its owner fair — 
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When many a dame and many a knight, 
From far and near had gathered there. 

To honour her of Saxon race 

They join the natal festive sc^ne, 
The gentle maid, whose every grace 

Proclaimed her Avon's fairest queen. 

And many a wondrous tale was told, 

And many a ballad old was sung 
Of lady fair and warrior bold : 

Of broken heart and perjured tongue. 

The knights were now called on to aid 

The pastimes of the company ; 
The strangers for exemption pra/d, 

But urged in vain each modest plea. 

"The EngHsh guest !" " the foreign guest !" 
Aloud from tongue to tongue still ran ^ 

Eesponding thus to the request, 
The gallant English knight began. 
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" 'Tia now, I wean, a year or more, 
Since three young knights at holy shrine, 

A solemn oath to Mary swore, 
To cross the seas to Palestine : 

" And bear the lance, and bend the bow. 
And plant the cross on mount and plain. 

And dare the haughty Moslem foe 
To mortal combat o'er again. 

" These Christian knights — they pledged them all 
To prove their vows at Mary's shrine. 

Within a year, should they not fall 
Upon the field of Palestine. 

" They join a famous Christian band. 
Allies — ^full twenty thousand men — 

(A crusade for the Holy Land) 
All sworn to fight the Saracen. 

" Off sail'd the fleet of great renown. 
With William Longsword in command ; 
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But soon a tempest fierce came down, 
And drove their sliips on Lisbon's strand, 

" Where Moorish flags flew proudly high 
O'er many a tower and rampart wall. 

Where loud resounding thro' the sky 
Was heard the Moorish battle call. 

" The leading chiefs now haste to land, 
The distant Christian camp they gain ; 

And soon before Affbnso stand 

The storm-toss'd travellers of the main. 

" First Longsword spoke, * Hail potentate 

Illustrious and renown'd afar — 
Thro' every Christian kingdom — ^great 

Alike in wisdom and in war. 

" * Scarce has one whole day yet pass'd o'er, 

Since our large fleet and company 
Took refuge near thy friendly shore. 

From certain death upon the sea. 
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" ' We chiefe, impell'd by one desire, 
Sought out the royal camp to-day, 

Our humble hom^, noble sire, 
To offer thee without delay. 

" ' And next to ask thy royal aid, 
While we our sbatter'd fleet repair, 

For long we itay be here delay'd. 
E'en with the most untiring care.' 

" Next spoke the king — ' Most noble chief, 
'Twill be Affonso's highest pride 

To render all your force relief — 
For all your squadron's wants provide : 

" ' By yesterday's first dawning li^t 
(To all my faithful camp unknown) 

I climb'd to Cintra's rocky height — 
L'Tianii'd. unguarded, and alone. 

" ' Anil wliilii I knelt in secret there. 
With all the woe a heart could feel, 
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Invoking heaven's benignant care 
For my poor bleeding country's weal. 

" * A sound — an unfamiliar sound — 

It seem'd a loud voice in the air — 
Aroused me from my grief profound, 

As if responding to my prayer. 

" * I rose, and lo ! beheld on high 

A flock of stormy petrels rise, 
Form in a cross, then seaward fly 

Along the noisy frowning skies. 

" * 'Twas then your fleet first came in view, 
Urged by the fierce and dreadful gale — 

Twas then that help from heaven I knew, 
For Lusus' children would not fail 

" * Amid the storm and thunder blast 

I watch'd your wild imperill'd way. 

Until I saw you moor'd at last. 

Within the safe inviting bay. 

12 
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" * While I your perils on the wave — 
The treacherous Biscayan gulf-— deplore 

With joy I greet ye, comrades brave ! 
Thrice welcome to the Lusian shore T 

'^ The state formalities now pass'd, 
Down sat the noble chiefs and king. 

To share the frugal camp repast — 
A royal soldier's offering. 

" Affonso of heroic deeds — 

The Lousitanian monarch wise- 
In urgent words now nobly pleads 
For succour from the brave allies. 

" Longsword the bold of royal line, 
Told how they were all, all pledged men, 

And sworn to land in Palestine, 
To fight the daring Saracen. 

" Fain would they stay — ^but this desire 
Must 3rield to oaths at holy shrine^ 
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That they'd incur misfortune dire, 
If they sail'd not to Palestine. 

" The ready king replied again, 
Proved, Moslem faith was all the same — 

The same with Moor or Saracen — 
That both swore by Mahomet's name : 

" Proved, they'd perform their vows full well 

K with his army they'd combine ; 
For then they'd fight the Infidel 

The same as if in Palestine. 

" AflTonso's eloquence at last 

Won the reluctant chieftains o'er ; 
Thus the crusaders' lot was cast. 

With Lusus' sons, against the Moor. 

'^ And many a daring deed was done 
(E'en yet untold) throughout the land, 

And many a battle fierce was won 
By the united Christian band. 

12—2 
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" Of all the force, the bravest knight, 
That fought upon each bloody field, 

Was one who bore thro' every fight 
A plume of blue, and golden shield. 

" Wherever raged the fiercest strife. 
His arm swept down foe after foe ; ^ 

A charm appear'd to guard his life 
From battle-axe, and spear, and bow. 

" One mom — 'twas on Ourique's grand plains^— 

Five mighty Moorish kings allied, 
Assembled all their warrior trams, 

In guttering pomp, and power, and pride. 

" Against the Moslem host outspread — 

Defiant draAm in war's array- 
An army brave, Affonso led 

With trump and drum and banner gay. 

" Unceasing raged the battle red. 
From morning's light till set of sun ; 
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And tho* the field was heap*d with dead, 
Still neither side had victory won. 

" The second day repeated o*er 

The fearful carnival of blood, 
And when the sun had set once more, 

Each side its ground still firmly stood. 

" The third day came — ^by early light, 

The hostae armies fronting stand, 
When lo ! a flag of truce in sight 

Approaches by the Moors' command ! 

" With challenge proud, the kings propose 

The coming battle to decide. 
In single combat *twixt the foes. 

By champions three from either side. 

" The Christian chiefs the taunt proclaim 
Along their lines from high to low ; 

When squires, knights, barons — ^all ranks claim 
The right to meet the haughty foe. 
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** The chiefe, besieged on every side 
By many an urgent load appeal. 

At last by cast of lot decide 
That fate the champions should reveal. 

" The lots were drawn, by strange decree 
The day's proud fortune to decide. 

Fell to the most illustrious three — 
Three cavaliers — ^brave, true, and tried, 

" And now, all ready for the fray, 
Three haughty Moorish kings arrayed. 

Stood forth as champions of the day, 
Each with his trusty battle blade. 

" And soon a knight — all mounted, grand- 
In armour clad, with ponderous shield. 

Amid loud cheers, with sword in hand, 
Advances nobly on the field. 

" A mounted king then forward leaps— ^ 
His crescent streaming in the sky, 
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While round and round he proudly sweeps 
His flashing scimitar on high. 

" The champions meet — ^now fierce and fast 
The certain blows of death resound — 

The strife is long, the knight at last 
Falls bleeding on the fatal ground ! 

" Loud Moorish yells of joy arose, 

Echoing thro' the azure sky ; 
To see in front of their dread foes 

The Moslem win — the Christian die ! 

" In silence stem the Christians stand — 

In silence see their comrade slain, 
But there behold ! with sword in hand, 

Another knight bounds o'er the plain. 

" He and the proud victorious Moor 
Repeat the dinning, deathful strife — 

Amid wild Moslem cheers once more, 
A brave crusader yields his life. 



192 DOM MARTIN MONIZ, 

*^ Now to the front undaunted see ! 

Rides the last Christian champion knight^ 
His lance is raised — ^his steed bounds free ; 

Ho ! forward 1 eager for the fight ! 

'^ His hehnet's waving plume is blue, 
His massive shield is glittering gold — 

never beat a heart more true ! 
O never rode a knight more bold ! 

" They meet ! they close ! the infidel 
At last pierced by the knight's true spear, 

Unarmed, unhorsed— expiring feU 

'Mid many a deafening Christian cheer. 

'^ A Moslem trump sounds loud and shrill, 
Another king comes out — ^to fall ! 

And then appears another still, 
The last but fiercest of them all ! 

" champion brave ! now bear thee well ! 
Alone the Christians' hope and pride ! 
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A demon is yon infidel — 
Protecting heaven be now thy guide ! 

" They charge, and thrust, and charge — God ! 

Wild Moslem shouts ring o'er the plain. 
The knight sinks on the gore-stain'd sod ! 

All's lost ! — no, no ! — he's up again ! 

'* They rush ! clang ! clash ! again assail ! 

Wild rages now the dubious fight ! 
The foes alternately prevail — 

'Tis now the Moor ! 'tis now the knight ! 

" He reels ! he's down I he dies ! — ^the Moor ! 

The turban'd host have lost the day. 
Grand Ourique's bloody fight is o'er, 

The Christians win ! hurrah ! hurrah !" 

" Most courtly knight," up spoke a peer, 

A noble Saxon, blunt and true — 
" What name bore, sir, the cavalier, 

With golden shield and plume of blue]" 
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'' Most noble and illustrious Peer, 

Dom Martin Moni2 was his name, 
A valiant Christian cavalier, 

A noble Portuguese of fame. 

" With all an English soldier's pride, 

Dom Martin I present to you ; 
The warrior comrade at my side, 

Whose shield was gold, whose plume was blue.' 

Up spoke again the blunt old earl, 

The Saxon proud of ancient line — 
" Health to the fairest Saxon girl 

Who will a wreath of bays intwine ; 

" Health to the maidens' chosen queen, 
Whose fairest hands to-night will crown, 

With victor wreaths of laurels green, 
A gallant soldier of renown." 

Then twined a wreath — the maidens there^ 
The noble beauties of the land. 
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Then Lady Jane, the hostess fair, 
The chosen of the maiden band, 

Held forth the wreath, while spoke the peer, 

" May it please the good company 
To name the gallant cavalier. 

Most worthy of the offering free V 

Then all the goodly company 

The name of Martin Moniz call, ' 
And he receives on bended knee 

The trophy in famed Avon's Hall ; 

While loud and long around there flew, 

Cheers for the foreign knight who bore 

The golden shield and plume of blue, 

In proudest triumph, o'er and o'er, 

• * * « « 

Six days and nights right merrily 

The natal festival held reign ; 

never nobler company 

Had met in Avon's broad domain. 
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The rustic and the maiden coy 
Disported in their costumes gay : 

On every side were signs of joy, 
For all it was high holiday ! 

And scattered thro' the manor wide, 
In groups the lords and ladies rove, 

Here, view the sports on Avon's tide — 
There, join the dancers in the grove. 

Of ardent prayers, and vows, and sighs. 
Of those bound by love's hallow'd spell ; 

Of blushing cheeks and downcast eyes. 
The woodland walk or seat may telL 

Dom Martin, like a courtier true, 
Attends the Lady Jane each day ; 

And round and round they oft renew 
Thro' park and lamina, their devious way. 

While seated, resting 'neath a tree, 
Ask'd Lady Jane, " Pray, do you know 
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The names of those brave young knights three 
Who vow'd to meet the Moslem foe ? 

" The same, most noble cavalier, 

(Your English friend and comrade said) 

Who joined, each as a volunteer, 
The crusade William Longsword led." 

" The knights, lady — ^fairest one, 
Were gallant young Sir James St. Clair, 

Lord Nevill, and Earl Dudley's son, 
Who Moslem dangers sought to dare." 

" Did they return, Sir Kjiight, so kind, 
As pledged to their own English shore ? 

And did they truly keep in mind 

The oath at Mary's shrine they swore V 

" Fair lady, one his home regained 

To prove his vows at Mary's shrine, 
And one in Portugal remained, 

And one, alas ! in Palestine ! 
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'' Sir James St. Clair the foes have slain. 
Hard by the Nile's dark flowing tide. 

And Ada fair now weeps in yain. 
For she was long his plighted bride. 

" In Portugal, my native land — 
As many an English knight has done — 

A Lisbon Dona's heart and hand 
The brave Lord Nevill woo'd and won. 

" He with his young bride now remainsj 

Li Alcantara's valley green, 
Where Tagus flows thro' olive plains, 

Thro' many a wild enchanting scene. 

" Lord Dudley is the third young knight — 
My comrade— who has shared with me, 

Fair Lady Jane, since your birth-night 
Proud Avon's hospitality. 

" He goes to-day to Mary's shrine 
To prove the vow he made there, when^ 
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He took his leave for Palestine, 
To fight the turban'd Saracen. 



€i 



And then full soon, his offering paid 
He'll claim the Lady Margaret's hand— 
The noblest and the fairest maid, 
'Tis said — in all Northumberland." 

Jane heard his words in pensive mood, 

Then sat as one in reverie, 
Until a warbler of the wood 

Aroused her with his melody. 

" Brave Dom — pardon ! I entreat, 
Nor deem unkind my silence long. 

Entranced by yonder birdling sweet. 
My mind was lost in his wild song ! 

" See ! twittering high above there — see ! 

Another linnet on the spray, 
The pair in converse seem to be. 

What can the little songsters say T 
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" Some lover-bird, perhaps, fair Jane, 
The secret of his heart reveals ; 

Unable longer to restrain 
The wild love-throbbing that he feels. 

" Perhaps he sings * Hear, hear my prayer- 

Disdidn not my humble plea ! 

One ray of hope deign, birdling fair. 
To him whose life is love for thee T " 

" And she, brave Dom, perhaps deplores 
The ardour of the minstrel gay ; 

Perhaps commands — ^perhaps implores — 
The lover-bird to change his lay ; 

" Perhaps says * Minstrel bold and kind, 

Defer — ^forbear this melody. 
My maiden troth I cannot bind. 

My heart is free — and must be free.' " 

" Perhaps he tells his mistress sweet. 
Her every wish he'd fain obey — 
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And still with breaking heart entreat 
For but one note of hope to-day. 

" Tells her in his wild forest song, 

If still deaf to his fervent prayer, 
His life henceforth will be one long, 

Long night of suffering and despair : 

** That he, alas ! his hapless fate 
In distant groves will mourn unseen, 

Doom'd by the cruel harsh mandate 
Of Avon's lovely woodland queen : 

" Nor time his wounded heart will heal — 

Bereft of hope where'er he flies. 
Within his breast will he conceal 

The wound at last by which he dies !" 

* Perhaps, brave Dom, at this appeal 

She might revoke her first decree — 
Eeluctant that a heart should feel 

Thro' her such pain and misery : 

13 
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" * Pray leave me now/ this may she say, 
* Till one year's o'er come not to me ; 

Prove then, this love — ^if so you may — 
But for that time I must be free.' " 

" Perhaps, dear lady, he complies 

To live in exile from his fair, 
Now that her gentle kind replies 

Condemn him not to love's despair. 

^* hopeful happy bird and free ! 

He'll wing his way from grove to grove, 
Returning to the linden tree, 

In one year's time — to prove his love." 
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TUs day, crown 8vo., Price 7s. 6d. ; by post, 8s. 

POEMS: 

CHARACTERISTIC, ITINERARY, and MISCELLANEOUS. 

BY P. F. ROE. 

Part I. — Rythmical Etchings of Character. II. — ^Tracings of 
Tiavd. III. — Minor Poems. IV. — ^Translations. 

. T< " ■"■''' " . ■ I , M_ 

A TRUE PICTURE OF THE MODERN FASHIONABLE WORLD. 
This day, elegantly bound for the Drawing-room, Price 5s. 

By Post, 5s. 4d. 

THE SEASON: A SATIRE. 

By ALFRED AUSTIN. 

%* An entirely New Edition of the famous Woric, it having been 

out of print seven years. 

"A9oogt3i« young po«ts who, during the last few years, have made 
themselves a name among our neighbours across the straits, no one arrived 
at that essential aid more swiftly than Mr. Austin. At hiis 6rst stride he 
touched the goal. His poem was a satire upon manners, and scandal went 
for something in the curiosity it awakened. His verse is finished, rapid, 
vrith a Byronian accent, now recalling Popc^ now Churchill, rich in anti- 
theses, and drenched with classical ambrosia. — Extract from a review, 35 
pages in length, in the Revue des Deux Mondes. 

" Mx, Austin has the heart of a true poet, the brain of a shrewd thinker, 
and the pen of an accomplished writer." — Dui/in University Magazine. 

"The best versed ot their kind since 'English Bards and Scotch Re- 
viewers.'*'— 7*<f Queeiit Messenger. 

*' One of the most powerful satires of modem times." — Daily News. 

** Mr. Austin's splendid talents as a satirist are beyond all question.** — 
The Era. 

** Worthy of Byron. **— Literary Gaueite. 

"We ventiuT to welcome the birth of another poet among us in Mr. 
Austin, and we bid him hearty speed." — London Review. 

"If cleverness, united with truth, could reform the vices of London 
Socia^, Mr. Austin might rank as an apostle." — Press. 

** Keen, glittering, pungent, and clever." — Weekly Dispatch. 

" Mr. Austin has the soul of a poet and the heart of an honest man.** — 
Tamahaiwk. 

"All the follies of the town are passed in review by this stem hut 
fiyniising cewsor." — Critic. 

"While Mr. Austin chose to lay on, few would cry * Hold, enough !*" — 
The Globe. 

" Has not been surpassed since Byron's days." — Illustrated Times. 

** No one, who is willing to open his eyes, or give effect to his moral 
convictions, will say that the censure of thia satire is too sevece."'-^<rwf of 
the World. 

" Many of the subjects treated in this stinging satire are not pleasant 
ones to broach : but Mr. Austin more than compensates in the vigour widi 
which he exposes and lashes fashionable foUies and probes social sores for 
his brusque and barbed speech." — The Lady's Own Pa^er. 

"We can only regret that 'The Season' is not likely to penetrate more 
tium a few bachelor smoking-rooms : though, if young ladies are what the 
author describes them, he has perhaps counted on being read, like the 
Essays and Reviews, the more naughty he is said to be." — The Press. 
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RECENT POETRY^ conftnued. 5 

New Edition, beautifully Illustrated, cloth, very elegant, 

royal 8vo, Price 6s. 

TUB VALE OF LANHERNE 

AND OTHER CORNISH POEMS. 

By HENRY SEWELL STOKES, 

Illustrated with Eight very beautiful Tinted Lithographs of the 
following most picturesque spots in Cornwall : — 

THE VALE OF LANHERNE, 

THE NUNNERY OF LANHERNE, 

THE CHURCH OF ST. MAWGAN, 

ANCIENT CROSS OF MAWGAN. 

And Views of the Sea Coast, including 

FALLORY, TREGURRION BAY, THE NORWEGIAN'S 

ROCK, THE EYRY, &c. 

Nearly Ready, 

RECREATIONS AT MAGDALA. 

By CAPTAIN CAMERON, late H.B.M. Consul at Massowah. 

INFELICIA. 

POEMS BY ADAH ISAACS MENKEN. 

Illustrated with numerous gracefully pencilled designs 
DRAWN ON WOOD, BY ALFRED GoNCANEN. Dedicated, by per- 
mission, to Charles Dickens, with photographic facsimile of his 
letter, and a very beautifully engraveji portrait of the Authoress. 

In green and gold, 5s. 6d. 

"A pathetic little volume exquisitely got up." — Sun. 

"It is full of pathos and sentiment, displays a keen appreciation of 
beauty, and has remarkable earnestness and passion." — Globe. 

** A loving and delicate cane has been bestowed on perhaps the daintiest 
pages of verse that have been issued for many years.'* — L/oyd's News. 

*' Few, if any, could have guessed the power and beauty of the thoughts 
that possessed her soul, and found expression in language at once pure and 
melodious Who shall say Menken was not a poet ? Through- 
out her verse there runs a golden thread of rich and pure poetry." — Press. 

'"There is a passionate richness about many of the poems which is 
almost startling." — Simday Times. 

** What can we say of this gifted and wayward woman, the existence of 
whose better nature will be suggested for the first time to many by the 
posthumous disclosure of this book ? We do not envy the man Vfrho, reading 
It, has only a sneer for its writer ; nor the woman who finds it in her heart 
to turn away with averted face." — New York Round Table, 

'*An amazing litde book, unhai>pily posthumous, which a distinguished 
woman has left as a legacy to mankind and the ages." — Saturday Review. 

London : JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN, 74 & 75, PiocadiUy. 
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Just ready, foolscap 8vo, neatly printed, 2s. 6d. 

FACTS dr* FANCIES FROM THE FARM, 
POEMS BY JAMES DAWSON. 

" Here vrc have some very pretty and readable poetry — some of it so 
much above the average as to warrant expectations of something far better, 
and we shall look forward with interest to the next volume from the same 
\ajiA:'— Globe. 

Cheap Edition, paper covers, Price is. 

In crown 8vo., handsomely printed, Price 6s. 

THE IDOLATRESS; AND OTHER POEMS, 

BY DR. JAMES WILLS, 

Author of ** Dramatic Scenes," " The Disembodied*' and of various 

Poetical Contributions to •' Blackv)Oods Magazine." 

" One great merit of the ' Idolatress ' is to be found in the ability with 
which the writer has contrasted a spiritual faith and its claims on the con- 
science, with a material faith that captivates the imagioadon through the 
senses." — Ath£M^tum, July xxth^ x863. 

An elegant little volume, bound in blue and gold carmine edges, 

Price 4s. 6d. 

LYRICS AND BUCOLICS. 

The Eclogues of Virgil, a Selection from the Odes of Horace, and 
the Legend of the Sibyll. Translated by Herbert Noyes, Esq. 

"There is a certain freedom and swin^ in these transladons, which not 
onlv more resembles the brisk spirit and ringing tone of the original, but is 
truly refreshing after the stiff rendering which had been generally made of 
Horace's choicest composition. We Kcome grateful for new renderings, 
which, whilst they retain as much of the spirit and force of the original as 
translations can, vehicle the old Roman thoughts through sweet measures, 
and dainty rhythmic melodies." — London Review. 

By the same Author. 
Just out, in uniform binding, Price 9s. 

AN IDYLL OF THE WEALD, 

WITH OTHER LAYS 6» LEGENDS. 
By HERBERT NOYES, Esq. 

THE NEW POETICAL SATIRE. 

HORSE AND FOOT; 

OR, PILGRIMS TO PARNASSUS. 

By RICHARD CRAWLEY. 

** I'll not march through Coventry with them, that's flat" 

Crown 8vo., Price 3s. 6d. 

'* Whatever may be thought of this spirited satire of 841 lines, no one 
will accuse its writer of personality ; and however hard he may hit some of 
the literati of the day, he appears to write in perfect good faith, and, in thus 
frankly avowing his own critical convictions, to be influenced but by one 
thought — the healthy interests of English literature. Without acquaintance 
with those mentioned in his pages, or indeed with any one in the literary 
world,' Mr. Crawley writes '^independently,' and for this moral courage we 
thank him." 
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Now ready, a handsome volume, foolscap 8vo. , Price 6s. 

J^Am /ROSAMOND, AND OTHER POEMS. 

ByB. MONTGOMERIE RANKING (of the Inner Temple). 

"The declamation of Rizpah by die bodies of her sons is given widi 
considerable vigour and natural feehng. . . . Contains much unusually 
valuable poetry, with nothing that wiH not repay the reader who can enjoy 
many and varied themes diversely treated." — Athetutum. 

"Mr. Ranking is a poet of no common order." — Lloyd's Weekly 
London Newspaper, 

"Mr. Ranking tells the story of 'Fair Rosamond' with considerable 
poetic skill. . . . Among the other poems in Mr. Ranking's volume. 
The Death of Ossian' is perhaps the best" — London Review. 

"There are a number of very pretty sonnets, for which the author 
deserves a high compliment" — Sun. 

Now ready, a very elegant little volume, Uniform with Fair 

Rosamond, Price 4s. 6d. 

POEMS. 

By B. MONTGOMERIE RANKING. 

In 4to., exquisitely printed on ivory paper, elegant binding, 

Price los. 6d. 

PUCK ON PEGASUS. 

By H. CHOLMONDELEY PENNELL. 

A New Edition, twice the size of the old one, with many New 
Poems and Additional Illustrations by Sir Noel Paton, Millais, 
John Tenniel, Richard Doyle, M. Ellen Edwards, and 
other distinguished Artists. 

" llie epigrammatic drollery of Mr. Cholmondeley Pennell's * Puck on 
Pegasus ' is well known to many of our readers. . . . The present is a 
superb and handsomely printed and illustrated edition of this book." — Times. 

" A beautiful and amusing book. . . . If lightness and elegance are 
qualities recommendatory of gift books, ' Puck on Pegasus,' though not a 
mere Christian work, may well be ranked, and ranked high ampngst them. 
. . . It is needless to say that the illustrations are all more or less 
charming." — The Scotsman. 

" Who does not know * Puck on Pegasus,' which now comes before us in 
a sixth edition ? " — London Review. 

"There is no doubt that Mr. Cholmondeley Pennell's merry volume of 
verse, endtled ' Puck on Pegasus,' which has reached a sixth edition, merits 
the honour and success of that unquestionable proof of popularity. The 
book has been reviewed over and over again." — Daily Telegraph. 

" . . . . Splendid verse. The sixth edition — on the merits of the 
book it ought to be the sixtieth — is published in exquisite garb by Mr. Hotten. 
Those who do not already know the wonderful swmg of Mr. Cholmondeley 
Pennell's lines should make their acquaintnnce at once. 'Jolly' is hardly 
the word for the book, either in the writing or the get up, but we make 
*Puck on Pegasus' a present of it for want of a hcttcr.*^— Standard, 

"The words 'sixth edition,' when they appear in the first page of any 
work, are in themselves a sufi&cient guarantee of its character, and render 
criticism superfluous. The public have affixed the seal of their approbation 
on the work, and we have only to say that in doing so they have judged, as 
they usually do, wisely and well. It is especially fit for reading in the 
family circle." — Observer. 

" The volume b a treasury of wit and humour : wit that always sparkles, 
and humour without the taint of coarseness or vulgarity." — Newspaper 
World. 
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Author's New and EjUarged Edition. Price is. ; in cloth, is. 6d. 

HANS BREITMANN'S BALLADS. 

THR COMPLETE WORK. 
From the Author's Revised Copyright. 
I.-HANS BREITMANN'S PARTY. 
II.— HANS BREITMANN'S CHRISTMAS. 
III.— HANS BREITMANN'S VELOCIPEDE. 
IV.— HANS BREITMANN'S DER FREYSCHUT^. 
V.-HANS BREITMANN'S OTHER BALLADS. 

This day, in crown 8vo., toned paper, elegant. Price 3s. 6d. 

WIT & HUMOUR. 

By THE "AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST TABLE." 

A volume of delightfully humorous Poems, very similar to the 
mirthful verses of Tom Hood. Readers will not be disappointed 
with this work. 

OLD ENGLISH RELIGIOUS BALLADS AND CAROLS. 

This day, in small 4to. , with very beautiful floriated borders, 
in the Renaissance style, cloth gilt, price zas. 6d. 

SONGS OF THE NATIVITY. 

An entirely new collection of Old Carols, including some never 
before given in any collection. With Music to the more popular. 
Edited by W. H. HUSK, Librarian to the Sacred Harmonic Society. 

ismo. Same size as Tennyson's " Maud," Price 5s. 
TRANSLATIONS FROM 

CHARLES BAUDELAIRE. 

With a few ORIGINAL POEMS by R. H. SHEPHERD. 
This day, foolscap 8vo. , Price 7s. 6d. 

STRAWBERRY HILL; 
AND OTHER POEMS. 

By COLBURN MAYNE, Esq. 

" It is a bright, clever little book, in which we find a great deal of good 
rhyme, and some |;entune and pleasing poetry. There are several chanmag 

{Hctures of the historic ^roup, which we know from Horace Walpole*s 
etters and Sir Joshua's pamtings." — Morning Star. 

Just published, elegantly printed, Price 3s. 6d. 

THE VILLAGE ON THE FORTH ; 

AND OTHER POEMS. 
By PHILIP LATIMER. 
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